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PREFATORY    NOTE, 


The  following  Volume  contains  my  own  translations  of 
most  of  the  passages  given  as  Exercises  in  the  '•  Eccercita- 
tiones  lainbicce"  together  with  several  other  pieces,  not  yet 
published. 

The  Work  is  unaspiring  in  its  nature,  and  chiefly  intend- 
ed for  private  circulation  ;  nor  do  I  doubt  that  severe  criticism 
will  detect  many  faults  ;  but  Avhen  I  state  that  nearly  all  the 
pieces  were  composed  at  a  time  during  which  scholastic  duties 
occupied  me  closely  more  than  twelve  hours  a-day^  these 
may  perhaps  be  viewed  with  a  more  indulgent  eye. 

I  do  not  seek  for  either  fame  or  profit  by  the  publication, 
but  simply  to  encourage  by  example  the  youth  of  Scotland 
in  the  study  of  Greek  Composition.  If  the  Work  pro- 
mote that  end,  its  writer  will  be  more  than  content. 


Salisbury   House, 
January  1,  1852. 


LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 

Canto  V. — Beginning — 

Call  it  not  vain  !     They  do  not  err 

Who  say,  that,  when  the  Poet  dies, 
Mute  Nature  mourns  her  worshipper, 

And  celebrates  his  obsequies  ; 
"Who  say,  tall  cliff,  and  cavern  lone, 
For  the  departed  Bard  make  moan  ; 
That  mountains  weep  in  crystal  rill ; 
That  flowers  in  tears  of  balm  distil ; 
Through  his  loved  groves  that  breezes  sigh, 
And  oaks  in  deeper  groan  reply. 
And  rivers  teach  their  rushing  wave 
To  murmur  dirges  round  his  grave. 
Not  that,  in  sooth,  o'er  mortal  urn 
Those  things  inanimate  can  mourn  : 
But  that  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  gale. 
Is  vocal  with  the  plaintive  wail 
Of  those,  who,  else  forgotten  long, 
Lived  in  the  Poet's  faithful  song, 
And  with  the  Poet's  parting  breath, 
"Whose  memory  feels  a  second  death. 
The  maid's  pale  shade,  who  wails  her  lot. 
That  love,  true  love,  should  be  forgot, 


LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 
Translated  into  Greek  Iambics. 

^■jffig  fih  aii7;5,  fxrj  ro5'  Iv  xivoTg  Xoyoig 
^'esdai  vo/Mi^s,  dvff/M^uj  TXr,ysT(!  ciyji, 
Tuv  viv  ffiQovTOJv  y.aPTa  rroiriru/v  ov  av 
^dvuTog  s^.r,,  -/.Aa'jroTdiv  sv  y.nsla/MaGi 
Ti/M^  'XDiTovTug'  avT^a  b'  v-^riXai  r'  ciz^ai 
^^TjvoiJffi  Tov  ^avovra  y  .      uea'jrug  b'  offog 
^Bidooig  sxaffTov  a^yjooTg  obv^srar 
civdri  6'  d\iir,s   ribs    svojbiTg  orroug' 
Tvoa/  bs  ^uXX'  u-^rjXd  Giiovdai  vwrruv 
(pctivTiV  ^a^iiav  s^syihovGiv  b^vuv. 
UoraiMot  bs  xribog  syyxtg  aidGwrig  rd^ov 
oixT^hv  rtditZ^-ai.     Tavrd  y   'ffi)'  d-^vy^  o/xoi; 
ug  oi/x  d/.r^Cojg  TsvOi/Moig  3s7;i/«/'  5^00/5' 
civbociiv  bs  /jbdXXov,  &vrtvuv  /zoT^av  rrdoa 
IJj'jyi'jjrtV  doibog  fMsXtaiv  svriiMoig  /Mmodv 
Tsivag,  ror   a-ors  bvazAssT  /.r/dr)  crd/.tv 
5ai/wv  i'J'i^s,  Toivbs  (jvfj,^(>jvsr/  yooig 
niuQi  Isii^a  Kdv's/Movg  b»vag  r   ay.^ovg, 
Toiyag  STsvovffi  rra^dsvuv  oixr^ai  <sy.iai 
Soj]!/  soaGTUjv  Xriffriv,  ivubSjv  ^drojv 
booduj  c'-'owe  ri  ^■j/M/MiysJ'  rsZyjig  [3sayj 
rh  TOV  'iavo'iTOS  dsZo/MSvai.     y.Xuiovra  bs 
rravuy.sd^ov  ^avrdef-iar    aiyjiriruv  x/.sog. 
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From  rose  and  hawthorn  shakes  the  tear 
Upon  the  gentle  minstrel's  bier. 
The  phantom-knight,  his  glory  fled, 
Mourns  o'er  the  field  he  heaped  with  dead  ; 
Mounts  the  wild  blast  that  sweeps  amain, 
And  shrieks  along  the  battle-plain  ! 
The  chief,  whose  antique  crownlet  long 
Still  sparkled  in  the  feudal  song, 
Now,  from  the  mountain's  misty  throne, 
Sees  in  the  thanedom  once  his  own, 
His  ashes  undistinguished  lie. 
His  place,  his  power,  his  memory  die. 
His  groans  the  lonely  caverns  fill. 
His  tears  of  rage  impel  the  rill : — 
All  mourn  the  minstrel's  harp  unstrung, 
Their  name  unknown,  their  praise  unsung. 


OTOU  rroT   av5^(ig  (poivluj  ^/■pwv  xpolth 
dyir}§id,ijjOV5  ixo-^av,  l^iiag  jSof,g 
o^/ifi  ^lalci  nviviJidrwv  <pogovfieva, 
Ti'M'rXrjSi  <ndlov.       Tor/aoovv  h'raovuv 
fiaXrtalg  sxo'vrwi/  ToXXd  ro7;  'xdXai  yoovoig 
d)/ay.Tig  aividivreg,  ix  Xopuv  ravuv 
iSruTii  ay.ouv,  rt^g  cragoj  do^rig,  iVa 
rh  rr^offdiv  ahroi  rravTsXr^  iiwaoyjav 
svsi'Mav,  "lyjiri  Xoito,  ^r,»Sj'jrai  f^drriv. 
rdipov  [Msv  auTuv  dvsrsxfia^rov  ovxsri 
ctji'm'  ou^b  exoilxMudiv,  o'ly^rai  0    ccfia 
a.iMV7i6r()V  ovofj^a  xal  ^^ivuv  ruv  Tg/i/  c'sZag. 
dvd^  Siv  CTivayiJjOvg  avr^a  y'  dvrri'/jT ^a^tTg 
xai  hT^^'  d^ooijbS,  dd'/.tva.       Daj  rig  ovv  yi 
dvu)VU/Ji,ov  xddo^ov  sydai^uv  7\jyjr,v 
Xv^ag  v/MTi  rhv  vr/.^ov  mx^ug  ersvsi. 
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LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 
Canto  VI. 

Breathes  there  a  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hatli  said. 

This  is  my  own,  my  Native  Land  ? 
Whose  heart  hath  ne'er  within  him  hurned, 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  turned, 

From  wand' ring  on  a  foreign  strand  ? 
If  such  there  breathe,  go !  mark  him  well ! 
For  him  no  minstrel  raptures  swell : 
High  though  his  titles,  proud  his  name, 
Boundless  his  wealth  as  Avish  can  claim : 
Despite  those  titles,  power  and  pelf. 
The  wretch,  concentred  all  in  self, 
Living,  shall  forfeit  fair  renown, 
And,  doubly  dying,  shall  go  down. 
To  the  vile  dust,  from  whence  he  sprung. 
Unwept,  unhonoured,  and  unsung ! 
0  Caledonia !   stern  and  wild, 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child  ! 
Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood. 
Land  of  tlie  mountain  and  the  flood — 
Land  of  my  Sires  !   what  mortal  hand 
Can  e'er  untie  the  filial  band. 
That  knits  me  to  thy  rugged  strand  ? 
Still,  as  I  view  each  well  known  scene. 
Think  what  is  now,  and  what  hath  been, 
Seems  as,  to  me,  of  all  bereft. 
Sole  friends  thy  streams  and  woods  were  left ; 
And  thus  I  love  them  better  still 
Even  in  extremity  of  ill. 
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LAY   OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 

Translated  into  Greek  Iamdics. 

^ Af  iig  Toectvb'  avovg  rig  avd^wxog  y  £^i/, 
war  svTog  airou  /x^  XoyiZ^iO^ai  rrors, 
"H^'  tari  /Moi  yrj  rrdr^ig^ — oj  ^svtjc  a<zo 
To3a5  TXavr]Tag  voOtI/muj  r^erruv  bhu) 
firi'Tors  rrshg  oitkiv  s7iTs03BfJ,avrai  xiap  ; 
xsivov  y   Vxar/,  roxtr   h~iGra<s\  &I>y£xa 
olihiig  Xvgav  aoidhg  'ivriij,ov  xjsxs/. 
6  yag,  'ira.XaiaTg  yavpuv  r/'aa/cr/  <rio 
6U9o-jg  r   d/MST^oug  ^oi^/zaTUV  mxTn'Msvog 
bvojMa,  T   dyauhv,  o-jrog,  7ad\  of/^ug  [il\iov 
cxiveag  rd  y   auroiJ,  ^wv  /asc  aidolou  y.Xiovg 
d/Moioog  ssrai,  bi'irr'jyjiv  3'  auOig  ^avwi' 
^dvarov  '/.dy-isra  ffj/ffST-a/,  iMd'KiSTa  bs 
i^  r,g  rdXag  t=^uxs,  c-J/McpvBTog  7.6vsi, 
a'i6r,g  d-/.Xa{jSroj  zdXvsou  rroognij^iTat. 
' AXX'  u  KaXidovig  oycra  xagr'  avrj/Mi^og, 
Mevoiv   09UJV  psidouv  Ts,  xa'i  TuxvoTg  vwTrSiv 
^ivovea  ipdXXoig,  y.dmerj/Mg  dy^iag 
av6s(Siv  sPiixTjg,  offeov  if  -/.ara^ia 
TPifsiv  doiduv  '/.Xsivhv  iXjXv^MV  ysvog. 
w  yrj  ffar^oJa,  rig  /xs  rpa^iiag  yda^dg 
TT^g  er^g  dvvaTr''  av,  <pi7.rdT^g  rraauv  rroXu, 
d(piXy.\j(>ai  'x'jt  ;   d^Xlug  di  yaoij^druv 
'TrdvTUv  £5>i/y,&5,  '^i//x'  av  rd  y'  oura  vuv 
dd^uv  xaXoTei  roTg  Ta^oids  evvTiOui^ 
XoiTovg  Ttariff^iiv  ohbafLug  boy.ui  fiXovg 
i:Xr\v  ffwK  va'-xuv  iiid^uv  rs'   roiyaooZv  tcoVw 
xax.cti\i  rrapijxuv  xa)  'xohg  eg^arov  rs?^oj, 
'iy'jjyi  xiTva  ju,a,X}.ov  Ix  ^v/moZ  fiXu. 
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PASSAGE  FROM  THE  "BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS." 

Caxto  n.  Stakza  27. 

By  Helle's  stream  there  is  a  voice  of  wail ! 
And  woman's  eye  is  wet — man's  cheek  is  pale  ; 
Zuleika  !  last  of  Giaffir's  race, 

Thy  destined  lord  is  come  too  late- 
He  sees  not — ne'er  shall  see  thy  face  ! 

Can  he  not  hear 
The  loud  Wul-\nilleh  warn  his  distant  ear  ? 
Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  the  gate, 
The  Koran-chanters  of  the  hymn  of  fate. 
The  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wait. 
Sighs  in  the  Hall  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale. 

Tell  him  thy  tale ! 
Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fall ! 

That  fearful  moment  when  he  left  the  cave 
Thy  heart  grew  chill  : 
He  was  thy  hope — thy  joy — thy  love — thine  all ! 
And  that  last  thought  on  him  thou  could'st  not  save 
Sufficed  to  kill ! 
Burst  forth  in  one  wild  cry  and  all  was  still ! 
Peace  to  thy  broken  heart  and  virgin  grave ! 
Ah  !  happy,  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 
That  grief,  though  deep,  though  fatal,  was  thy.  first ! 
Thrice  happy !  ne'er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 
Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse ! 
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PASSAGE  FROM  THE  "BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS." 

Tkanslated  in  imitation  of  the  Chorus  in  the 
Agamemnon  of  -iEschylus. — Line  960. 

yrji-juv  \j--Bo  ^d/Mffaav  "EX?.?;;' 

xXav/j,a  xofioiv,  ^/.oi^hv  dso;  cirmrai  avdoojv. 

2oyX/V.7j  fjbovov,  c-  b    o'jv 
o-oToff  uffnoog  rjy.uv 
ohg  b-^irai  yi  vxjijj^iog'    ffa(pri 
(pai'jsi  ra  rou  rror/^ov  yco; 
ffuiv  zo^Zv,  is^ov  d'  'i'Zoi 
rrayx^ar^  /.syov  T-^yj^v, 
douXi'a  B'  afuvia. 

X6uv  j3o^  srovoig  arsyai  t' 
aXXa  SjjX/'/xou  gfayag 
gov  Xdd^a  y   Irr   l^oboig  dduixo-j 
y^sie  ^ovia  'r'O.tS'  or/o'jj'svag  hi  Si/v  axjrSj 
rrBoffy.orrovff   a//,'  sXrribag 
y.ai  TO,  Tcc'/ra  y,  sx.  /j^iag 
y.afbiu  eUiv  r'/j^g 
biaosayiiG   srraijCar    iig  as/. 
U)  TPi6ijjdy.a.ioa,  rrapdsvog 
xuTdavovScCj  /3/oL/  y.aySjv 
aha,  jj^i'i  ff£  'zeura  b*  s^- 
£??.'  (yp/r;  /x&sw  fioayiT. 

Obw/uv  0    dy'iUig  xsat  hiit  bay.vovffuv 
dhr,i  r    o'/Xl'l^ii  y,  ag  y.ay.ia  r 
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And  oil !  that  pang  where  more  than  madness  lies 
The  worm  that  will  not  sleep  and  never  dies ! 
Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  and  ghastly  night, 
That  dreads  the  darkness  and  yet  loathes  the  light, 
That  winds  around  and  sears  the  quivering  heart ! 
Ah  !  wherefore  not  consume  it  and  depart  ? 
Woe  to  thee,  rash  and  unrelenting  chief ! 
Vainly  thou  heap'st  the  dust  upon  thy  head, 
Vainly  the  sackcloth  o'er  thy  limbs  dost  spread  ; 
By  that  same  hand  Abdallah — Selim  bled  ! 
Now  let  it  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief : 
Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman's  bed, 
She  whom  thy  Sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed, 
Thy  daughter's  dead ! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely  beam, 
The  star  hath  set  that  shone  on  Helle's  stream. 
What  quenched  its  ray  ?— The  blood  that  thou  hast  shed  !- 
Hark  to  the  hurried  question  of  Despair  ! 
"  Where  is  my  child  ?" — an  echo  answers — "  Where  ?" 


I. 


ulduii  Ti  fSporoTsi  (puTiVir 

Tou  61  rrX'sov  fiaviag 

d/iy/Jiagiv  dxa/j^droig 

sxuiXrjXog  rs&'  drradrn  dviSjvro;, 

<pcug  oO'  r,/x;^ag  (p^'svig 

vvxra  r    £^  "iCr^g  xvs^a/- 

av  (Sruyove"  diJ^r^yavoi, 

xdv  XivoTtfiv  sx  rrovuv 

oy  TiXiffpo^uv  tpvyriv 

TJXirieav  nuv  K  au. 

u    va^,  dXXd  ffo/  ouz  oipsXog  xovig  sgri  ed'/.og  d\  og 

d'7ri'Ji<Stv  " AZbriv 
IrjXilJjOV  ^'  'iXig  G^payaTg, 

2o/  5'  OL/x  dij.u'^ri  'Xuiyuvog  doyiyir 
^•jyarrjo  yd^  dot  vjfM(pri  jSaffiXiug 
d'XokuX  ^Off/ir/vog  a,vv/x(pog' 
xal  yd^  av  aOr/x'  iduv 
ToTov  'iXoiTO  yd'Mov, 

Trig  "■'??  ciyaKiMa  (poivhg  v^ori/iuv  ye. 
rig  ds  grjv  rra^a-^uyjiv 
yrisoQogKov,  asr^ov  uig 
(purl  ^ii/xiccrog  xvl^ag 
SaXTov  IxTgsTE/',  ydovog 
y^d^fxa  rr^gds,  rig  'ttot    oiiv 
'ieZiO  ;  o\jyi  sog  (povog  ; 
ToD  jiMOi,  ToD  r'sxvov  sori ;  d-jrtiXrric  dru^ofi-vog  n 

(po'svac  /jjdXa  xsd^ng, 
rroZ  6'  ;  dfisiZsrai  vdrrog. 


N.  13. — In  imitation  of  DindorTs  text,  except  that  in  the  first  linf 
of  the  second  antistroi)he,  I  have  substituted  an  anapaestic  line  to 
correspond  with  the  strophe.  E.  R.  H. 
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CHRISTIANITY   CONSISTENT   WITH    THE  LOVE 
OF  FREEDOM. 

Robert  Hall's  Woejcs,  p.  153.    • 

An  attention  to  the  political  aspect  of  the  Avorld  is  not 
now  the  fruit  of  an  idle  curiosity,  or  the  amusement  of  a 
dissipated  and  frivolous  mind,  hut  is  awakened  and  kept 
alive  hy  occurrences  as  various  as  they  are  extraordinary. 
There  are  times  when  the  moral  world  seems  to  stand  still ; 
there  are  others  Avlien  it  seems  impelled  towards  its  goal 
with  an  accelerated  force.  The  present  is  a  period  more  in- 
teresting, perhaps,  than  any  which  has  been  known  in  the 
whole  flight  of  time.  The  scenes  of  Providence  thicken  upon 
us  so  fast,  and  are  shifted  with  so  strange  a  rapidity,  as  if 
the  great  drama  of  the  world  Avere  drawing  to  a  close. 
Events  have  taken  place  of  late,  and  revolutions  have  been 
effected,  which,  had  they  been  foretold  a  very  few  years  ago, 
would  have  been  viewed  as  visionary  and  extravagant ;  and 
their  influence  is  yet  far  from  being  spent.  Europe  never 
presented  such  a  spectacle  before,  and  it  is  worthy  of  being 
contemplated  with  the  profoundcst  attention  by  all  its  in- 
habitants. The  empire  of  darkness  and  despotism  has 
been  smitten  with  a  stroke  Avhich  has  sounded  through  the 
universe.  When  wc  see  whole  kingdoms,  after  reposing 
for  centuries  <,>ii   the  lap  of  their  rulers,   start  from  their 
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C1111I8TIAMTY  CONSISTENT   WITH   THE  LO\'E 
OF  FUEEIX.lM. 

Tl'i:m:;>  into  (Jkkkk  Fkosi:. 

r;dovd;,  aXXa  y.ai  d~airag  d'./ay.ivo^J'yTcc  dnx.ri7.sT  rd,  ounj  Tor/.i/.a  rs 
y.at  it~:sZva  "/■•jo'/.z^x.  isriv  ors  •~poy.o~-o'/rig  i-~i  rb  y.uAov  ci  u.yd^ui~oi 
'iru.jsaiai  hoy.oZair  sari  d-  on  --ioCji  j3id/'^i(Ji)ui  --so;  rh  rh/j,a  ^w-rov/ 
^JO'xw  d}.7.d  tSjv  r,Ci7)  -'asOJovrujv  y^ovoiv  ovo-vi  or'jj  oj  '/.ua/.ov  o'lo'xat 
6;/!/  cr^oaiyuv  rj  rp  vur  o/Miojg  yd^  ua~i^  dv  u  rh  r^v  d'/t)^'jj~iti'jjv 
did,'j.a  r'zAo;  3//;,  rayi'jii  ,ab  c-^\dyirai  s/;  sj/za;  rd.  -aid  ro\J  ^soi/, 
•j~:ozuuig  hi  w;  /isj'  osfj,//;  d'/J.oio^rc/j.  y.ai  i^fiV  rd  dpriu;  y;v6/Mi/a, 
y.ai  rd  r^br^  vi'Mraa,  li  svrog  (i\j  'ro?.?.oj  y^iovo'j  Tsou/.ip/J?;,  ~d'j'j  o/i 
dro~a  y.ai  --mrrd  'ido^iv  ac,  oud'i  sri  y.a.i  v\jv  J.umrai  r7,g  moroZ 
Cfxjdiii'jig.  'A>.?.a  oC/Sicrors  h  rw  -rr^i'v  ys  Xi^'V  ^'^''  '^''VS'  ~^'"  ~^' 
'Ei/^^'jut?;:,  rd  hi  vvv  rraai  roT;  iior/.ouniv  d;^id  Isri  rov  vo\Jv  s-i'is/.'sarara 
rr-'Mi'/iir  yj  ydo  ro\j  ay.orcj  y.ai  rr,g  hi<j-~oriiag  (SagtXiia  ouru)  cplbau, 
ir-j-7j  'jjcn  a\jrr,v  r/,v  r,'/^  Taaa.v  yr^'j  y.a.raayiTv.  Kai  rig  iouv  iiiv  sJv?j 
u'f.a  rd  h  y.o'/.rroig  rojv  Koarriffdnruv  dva&/t)//.?jra  sVjj  d'.ia~avl)i\>ra  d<p^ 
uVvoy  i^icrd,'MS)/a,  d.'j(S^'j)~o'jg  Oi  sk  razuvujv  iodo'lg  ^/yvo/xsKiyj,  r&O;  hi 
r-jid-Aijo'jrag   rs's/MO'^rag,   rig  ojv  dv  yh.oiro  -'dyj  a/jci?./);,   rig  cjy.  dv 


18 


slumber — tlie  dignity  of  man  rising  up  from  depression,  and 
tyrants  trembling  on  their  thrones, — who  can  remain  entirely 
indifferent,  or  fail  to  turn  his  eye  towards  a  theatre  so 
august  and  extraordinary  ?  These  are  a  kind  of  throes  and 
struggles  of  nature  to  which  it  would  be  a  sullenness  to  re- 
fuse our  sympathy.  Old  foundations  are  breaking  up ;  new 
edifices  are  rearing.  Institutions  which  have  been  long  held 
in  veneration  as  the  most  sublime  refinements  of  human  wis- 
dom and  policy — which  age  hath  cemented  and  confirmed 
— which  power  hath  supported — which  eloquence  hath  con- 
spired to  embellish,  and  opulence  to  enrich — are  fast  fall- 
ing into  decay.  New  prospects  are  opening  on  every  side, 
of  such  amazing  variety  and  extent,  as  to  stretch  farther 
than  the  eye  of  the  most  enlightened  observer  can  reach. 

Some  beneficial  effects  appear  to  have  taken  place  al- 
ready, sufficient  to  nourish  our  most  sanguine  hope  of  bene- 
fits much  more  extensive.  The  mischief  and  folly  of  wars 
begin  to  be  understood,  and  that  mild  ai;d  liberal  system  of 
policy  adopted,  which  has  ever  indeed  been  the  object  of 
prayer  to  the  humane  and  the  devout,  but  has  hitherto  re- 
mained utterly  unknown  in  the  cabinets  of  princes.  As  the 
mind  naturally  yields  to  the  impression  of  objects  which  it 
contemplates  often,  we  need  not  wonder,  if,  amidst  events  so 
extraordinary,  the  human  character  itself  should  appear  to 
be  altering  and  improving  apace.  That  fond  attachment  to 
ancient  institutions,  and  blind  submission  to  opinions  already 
received,  which  has  ever  checked  the  growth  of  improvement, 
and  drawn  on  the  greatest  benefactors  of  mankind  dano;er  or 


19 

r/;  51=,  /XTj  sd'iXuv  £T/  TOiaxJTaig  (pvffiu;  douvuic  y.a}  aywviaig  iXsog 
rtoiiTaOat,  ow  av  osdu;  vofj,i^oiTO  dxvdou-rog  rig  ihai ;  o'l  /asi/  rdXai  ^g- 
ij,'-Xioi  s^avi'gTavrai^  via  8e  oixodo/ir]/j>ara  avsysi^irar  cl  o\  rrdXai  do'^av 
i'/ii  ug  o\j  'xo'^sur's^oi  cr^o^X^sv  i)  tuv  avd^uirrajv  ffoipid  n  xai  /Sou/.j^,  a  ■/) 
r:aXai6Tr,g  dwaofjioaaga  sdCaiuesv,  a  ni  d-jvarui  dv'z(Syj)V,  ci  o'l  fMiv  >J- 
yovng  Xoyoig  sxoff/irieav,  oi  ds  syjavng  tXoi/tw,  rravra  raZra  vZv  rayjug 
dsavi^STui.  r,hri  3s  'rror/.iXursod  re  aai  ro^vnou  sy'iviro  »j  oJan  rov 
jSi/.TiOTa  j37-.i-~ovTa  s<piKisdai. 

W-~b  roOrc/Jv  Toirov  roiaurai  rihr\  s^s^riffav  u(p'iXsiai  oj(Jts  rdg  ug  j3i- 
Qaiordrag  rwv  jMiK'KO'joMv  sX'zidag  au^dvsiv  ttjv  ts  ydo  sx,  toXs/jOuji/ 
/SXaCjjv  y.ai  d^soadvriv  do^dfiivoi  o'l  dv&?oi'xoi  aicCdvsGdai  c-roTa!  tlaiv, 
r,mMTSsaig  ruTg  (SovXaTg  xai  sXsvCsoiurdraig  yeuvTUi,  6'ts^  as/  fAv 
ri'j^avTO  o'l  ^iXdvd^w^oi  rs  y.ai  ihaZug^  o'l  d:  rojv  doyovTMv  gjij^Zo-jXoi 
o\jb'i~(iTi  Iv  c-j5sii  sToirjffavro  Xoyu)  ou8s  /J'Tiv,  rd  ydo  rro'/.Xdxig  '^iu^ou- 
/xsKZ  siKorcog  rr,g  -yvy/ig  xadixvurai^  ^a.viJ^aGTh  BsT'^oisrj  &V/  syj^/rc/jv 
ojru  'rriBiTTug  'rroo.yijjdroiv  rd  dvQoiJj~iva  7]i)rj  /MrdaraGiv  XaihZdwvTU. 
(^ahiTai  y.at  s~!  rh  jS'-Xriov  s--ididovra.  to  yd'  dyav  -mot  d^yraa  vo- 
IJjilia  •  s-~o\)bd^iiv  yMi  to  dy.dy'jig  saT;  --dXai  do'^aig  rrsoayiTd^a.!,  orss  or\ 
d:i  ii.h  GoTg  sSiXovaiv  J,a-o5w!/  '/jv  /Mr,  ohx  vj  rrooyoisih  roTg  b-  £'7:i  to 
Try.uSTOv  Tovg  dvO^'Jjcroug  vjiiyiryieaarj  h~riyayiv  ri  yJvdu'jov  rj  oXiyciJ^iav, 
ToZra  vjv  'jjiOiGrarai  ug  to  ro/.//'/jsw;  rs  xai  ddiug  j^ST-a^s/f.  AoxovGi 
yds  rrdvTsg  fj,dXXov  opOouGOai  n  xai  ;X£-jl}:ooi  yiyviGQar  xai  rr'/.uov  'xh 
aJroTg  tjttov  b-  W-ooig  hzioubovraij  iniZov  bi  xai  GuvuboTi:  ajro'i'g  d:^iav 
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uegluct,  is  giviug  way  to  a  spirit  of  bold  and  fearless  in- 
vestigation. Man  seems  to  be  becoming  more  erect  and  in- 
dependent. He  leans  more  on  himself,  less  on  Lis  fellow- 
creatures.  He  begins  to  feel  a  consciousness  in  a  higher 
degree  of  personal  dignity,  and  is  less  enamoured  of  arti- 
ficial distinctions.  There  is  some  hope  of  our  beholding 
that  simplicity  and  energy  of  character  which  marks  his  na- 
tural state,  blended  with  the  humanity,  the  elegance,  and  the 
improvement  of  polished  society. 


21 


•zi.it,  fuaixriv  rjTrov  bia  hiarog  syjaxiat  Biafoiu;  rag  gy.suaa-a.;.  s^  (Lv 
sXti;  ti;  yiyvirai  euyxix^a/MBm  idsn  roT;  tb  fiXoxdXoig  xat  iljyJiOKSi 
x.ai  dffrsToig  rojv  ivv  TPoroi;  rd   --a^d   ^-jdi'ji:   drr7.d   ti  xai   b:>'X.eTr,iiri 
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HORACE,  EPISTLES. 
B.  I.  Ep.  14. 

Villice  silvarum  et  mihi  me  reddentis  agelli, 
Quern  tu  fastidis,  liabitatum  quiuque  focis,  et 
Quiuque  bouos  solituui  Variam  dimittere  patres ; 
Certemus,  spinas  animone  ego  fortius,  an  tu 
Evellas  agro  ;  et  melior  sit  Horatius,  an  res. 
Me  quamvis  Lamias  pietas  et  cura  moratur, 
Fratrem  moerentis,  rapto  de  fratre  dolentis 
Insolabiliter ;  tamen  istuc  mens  animusque 
Fert,  et  amat  spatiis  obstantia  rumpere  claustra. 
llure  ego  viventem,  tu  dicis  in  urbe  beatum : 
Cui  placet  alterius,  sua  uimirum  est  odio  sors. 
Stultus  uterque  locum  immeritum  causatur  inique 
In  culpa  est  animus,  qui  so  non  efl'ugit  unquam. 
Tu  mcdiastinus  tacita  prece  rura  petcbas ; 
Nunc  urbcm  et  ludos  et  balnea  villicus  optas : 
Mo  constare  mihi  scis,  et  discedere  tristem, 


23 


HORACE,  EPISTLES,  B.  I.  Ep,  14. 

Tua:<slated  into  Greek  IIexameteks. 

XusiBlou  sn'ou^',  s\id'  alii  ylyvo/x    s/xsTo, 

dXXa,  ci  ^\)iJjh\i  atfa,  rrht)''  tSriTjffiv  svoIkov, 

Tivrs  8-  '/Ml  'rrar'ioag  Baolng  ayo^Tjuds  didovrog — 

vZv  s^idahu/MBv,  ToVsg'  GUI'  dri  xouggov  d-/,dvl)ac 

^v,u,oQ6povg  af  syuy'  tjrrs^  s-j  yi  rdg  d-TTo  yociTjg 

s-/.ri}.Xsig-  TOTig'  sgriv  '  Osdriog  '/]  Kal  agouoa 

^sXriov.       d'AA.'  IjjjS  --io  Aa/Mjov  (iuv  'rrivDiSi  'JjIZTov, 

Tsdvi^ojr   odiiv/jSi  buSidrotdiv  ddsX(p6v 

xo-rrro/Msvou,  xai  viJv  /i'  sXy.n  ip^svhg  'i/Jt>s^og  ai-rrvg 

'TTDog  (f  aero  ^aXQidc^v  ij,dXa  dri  //.s/xawra  (phisdai. 

rhv  fjbh  syu  valovr    dyoohg,  dij  d's  y.al  rov  ev  a.arii 

oXCi^£ig-  fjLoT^av  6'  srhov,  7f>i)' ,  ^v  rig  E'xaivyj, 

auTog  sr,v  arvyhr  d'/.'/.    wo'  dhi/ioig  i-~ii<S6i 

lJ,o)9o}  d/Mu/Mt]TOvg  ^wgag  ovord^o/Mcv  a,apw. 

a'lTiog  sSti  vv  ^u/xo^,  og  ovx,  dXsslvsi  s  avrSv. 

ihyjifiivog  hi  rror ,  a.6r\j  vs/muv,  yja^ieai  Irr    dy^ovg, 

vvv  dyoojv  s'Tiouoog  VO.dsai  avdig  dyuivoov 

drjfXiOfficfjv,  y.al  /.ovigdai  ^vTrococit  Guv  oyj.oig. 

y.alroi  o/io/05  syu  alsl  zayd  hdy.o-ja  XiiCca 

avTog  orrug  tZ  oJffO  ,  oTorav  /a.    dsxavra  toXivBs 

iXx,ri  ri  gTvysPov  pi^?;oc'       II  O'jjc  aj'  ;/mo1  <piXa  ?iu/jt,'M 
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Quandocunque  tralmnt  invisa negotia  Romani. 
Non  caclcm  miramur ;  oo  disconvenit  inter 
Meque  et  to:  nam,  qnse  desorta  et  inhospita  tcsqua 
Credis,  aracena  vocat,  mecum  qui  scntit,  ct  odit, 
Quje  tu  pulcbra  putas  :  fornix  tibi  et  uucta  popiiia 
Incutiunt  urbis  dcsiderium,  video ;  ct  quod 
Angulus  iste  feret  piper  ct  tus  ocius  uva ; 
Nee  viciua  subest,  vinum  prwbere,  tabcrna, 
Qu£e  possit  tibi :  nee  meretrix  tibiciua,  cujus 
Ad  strepitum  salias  terrre  gravis  :  et  tamen  urges 
Jampridem  non  tacta  ligonibus  arva,  bovemqne 
Disjunctum  curas,  ct  strictis  frondibus  explos  : 
Addit  opus  pigro  rivus,  si  decidit  iniber, 
Multa  mole  docendus  aprico  parcere  prato. 
Nunc,  a^e,  quid  nostrum  concentum  dividat,  audi. 
Quem  tenues  decuere  togre  nitidique  capilli, 
Quem  scis  immuuem  Ciuarse  placuisse  rapaci, 
Quem  bibulum  liquidi  media  de  luce  Falerni, 
Ccena  brevis  juvat,  ct  prope  rivum  somnus  in  berba 
Nee  lusissc  pudet,  sod  non  incidere  ludum. 
Non  istic  oblique  oculo  niea  commoda  quisquam 
Liniat ;   non  odio  obscuro  niorsiujue  venenat  : 


or, 


aXXa  rr'-Xn  y.al  aoi,  unrs  ^socfs/v  dv6/M0ia  ; 
rig  yaj,  £/ao/  7acc  (p^ov'sctiVy  ou^,  offffa  y    sgjj/xa 
ffoi  80XSH  871  vZv  a^sivd  T,  s'TTjour''  av  U'^oi, 
offffa  8-  y.a'Ka,  xa?.j/j,  iMudd^  a'jriy.a  y.dsr    ovo,'Ji,r;voi,i ; 
Ttrrou  rrn^vsiov  xaiuv  r;  ffs  vuv  ToOog  orrruv 
8ap8d~Tuv  (p^'ivctg  ua   a.»8riV,  ^v'suv  re  craXa/wi/ 
xao-rm  r   dXXo8a~uiv  o\j8    rixidr   o/vog,  hiui, 
TT^kou  liiv  xvl/^si  ff'.       0'j5'  sdT    a[jXr,rPig  sraioTf), 
rg  'o'::o  8ivr,(Siig  '/.iXaSsivrig  rroeoi  jSsZairiv 
o\j  -/.o-j^oig  xPOTsuv  yjwat    y.ai  Id  701  ahv  cioo-joav 
7i\jyj(Si\  d/M^iiTsig  d8iji,yi~riV,  ffyir/.is,  zai  jSovv 
xsx/MrjuTtx,  "kxjiig  xaivoTg  (p-JXXoigi  xo/x/^wi'. 
•/.a!  (j,r,v  o\jx  oXiyovg,  or'  s'Ti^^igrj  Aiog  o/i-£»05,  * 
fioydovg  TXrjosg  Vov  got  ^rjffn  touto  ^ss6pov, 
8vffy^sgsg  Igy^avdav  xoanoaTg  d-~o  Xsi/May.og  'Lyjaiz. 
" \XX    dyz  vDv  jasw,  zhog  shix    drr    d'/.'Kr,7.niiv 
vid^i  oi'snTriiJjiv  y'  w  S  i'i;j,a.r   ;yj\/8a,vB  Sy/xp 
XsrrroraT  s'jxoff/Mot  rs  xo/i-ai,  ov  y.aimo  d8o)oav 
cux  acrswff'  up-rra^  xivdor),  w  r    r,fj,ari  'Mias'j) 
ohov  %a!  rrh'ovTi  xarriyiuv  dyyj  goawv, 
aff/jts'/w  v;  'J'Tfoj  hi  XuiMay.i  rzoirisvri — 
T'01'5'  lysi  ou  -raisavrd  rig  aiOug,  dXX    sri  y.ai  vwv 
roiojruv  s^ouivt'  ou8iig  offffoiffiv  s'Z    dy^uv 
o-jS"  sij,i  ^T^iTrai  (pdovi^oig,  oi/S'  syjog  a8r)Xov 
idyii  Bvi  xpa8r/i,  fiaXXhv  8    oTorav  fis  fiooxiXXaig 
yriv  rd/MVOvS    o^oeaSi,  ysXdg(fov(ft  xard  ^u/xov. 

'  Cf.  Horn.  II.  V.  90. 


2G 
1  =ei ,  optat  arare  cabaJlus  : 


Qnam 


scit  uterquG,  Jfbens 


(censebo) 


e-^ercoat  artem. 
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uXX'  au  SOI  firjXuv  fOov'm  rra;  svOdds  3oi/Xos 

xui  AU'^dvuv,  Xajj/TT^uv  Ti  'Tvouv  vZv  old  61  'JccXts/. 

iC'To;  asoDv  'ipctrai,  j3ovg  s/'xsXo;  i'Mfiivai  iWw, 
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THE  AMERICAN  FOREST  GIRL. 

By  ]Mi{S  Hkmans. 

Wildly  and  mournfully  the  Indian  drum 

On  tho  deep  liush  of  moonlight  forests  broke  — 
"  Sing  us  a  death-song,  for  thine  hour  is  come," — 

So  the  red  warriors  to  their  captive  spoke. 
Still,  and  amidst  those  dusky  forms  alone, 

A  youth,  a  fair-haired  youth  of  England  stood 
Like  a  king's  son;  though  from  his  cheek  had  flown 

The  mantling  crimson  of  the  Island  blood, 
And  his  pressed  lips  looked  inarble.     Fiercely  bright 
And  high  around  him  blazed  the  fires  of  niglit, 
Rocking  beneath  the  cedars  to  and  fro, 
As  the  wind  passed,  and  with  a  fitful  glow 
Lighting  the  victim's  face  :  but  who  could  tell 
Of  what  within  his  secret  heart  befell, 
Known  but  to  Heaven  that  hour  ?     Perchance  a  thought 
Of  his  far  home  then  so  intensely  wrought. 
That  its  full  image,  pictured  to  his  eye 
On  the  dark  ground  of  mortal  agony, 
Rose  clear  as  day  !   and  he  might  sec  the  band 
Of  his  young  sisters  wand'ring  hand  in  hand. 
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THE  AMERICAN  FOREST  GIRL. 

GuEKK  Iambics. 

"^lyriv  /xh  CXrtg  sv  l3aC-j^{j}.o-j  cr'iZoi; 

'ivSoD  WdiaG(SO'j  T-jiirroD/o-j  mvHrnMovig. 
koxjd^oi  5'  d^iffTiTg  dsff/xiuj  iJj'i7.-^ai  ruyjcc 
u'^ag  'ra^ojffrjg  '^avacI,(j,ovg  rj'jdaiv  yCoug'^ 
(I'jTog  hi^  T^osidsTv  ' AyyXr/.og  via-Zic/.z, 
era:  ar^;/xa,  <pa(o7g  sv  /jLsdoig   'IfOo/g  /i.6i/or, 
TjV  ori'/.og  ug  <p'jg  jSacn/.iC/jg'    o/.coj;  b   u^a 
a'iiMarog  d<pri'A.av  ^uyysvoijg  '7u^aov  yd)>og 
'rra^rbig,  uy^obv  r  'idiyt  yiOJzMv  x^ioj. 
rraWiiiiva  S"  hdcc  '/.avda  TVi-jiMurctiv  jSlce, 
'/.'ihootg  (p'Koyu'xlv  sv  /MGoig  ci/.a;^  rru^d 
'iy.a.'j.'iTS  vvKTSi''  o^'s(/jc,  rOj  r   dO'/.i'jj 

rig  h'  a/./.o;,  s/  ijj-}\  crai'T-   s~iCTr,;iu)v  ^iog, 
oo'  sv  /jj'jyoTsi  -/.asdiag  zsivM  tots 
h/.o-orTTiff ,  oJ(,g  T  ^xip^deai  ;    (posclv  h   'icS-ug 
GOLfujg  Ti  Ta7g  'isudsv  s^r/zad'^s'^riV, 
y^'UfTig  hr/.r^v  rov,  f^o'^rib    oi/.si'ojj  ':rs^i 

'  .llscb.  Asan.  U  15.  *  Eiiriii.  rinjuii.  2:'A. 
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Where  the  laburnums  drooped  ;  or  haply  binding 

The  jasmine  up  the  door's  low  pillars  winding  ; 

Or,  as  day  closed  upon  their  gentle  mirth, 

Gathering,  with  braided  hair,  around  the  hearth 

Where  sat  their  mother ;  and  that  mother's  face 

Its  grave  sweet  smile  yet  v.earing  in  the  place 

Where  so  it  ever  smiled  !     Perchance  the  prayer 

Learned  at  her  knee  came  back  on  his  despair  ; 

The  blessing  from  her  voice,  the  very  tone 

Of  her  "Goodnight'^  might  breathe  from  boyhood  gone ! — 

He  started  and  looked  up — thick  cypress  boughs, 

Full  of  strange  sound,  waved  o'er  him,  darkly  red 
In  the  broad,  stormy  firelight ;  savage  brows. 

With  tall  plumes  crested  and  wild  hues  o'erspread, 
Girt  him  like  feverish  phantoms ;  and  pale  stars 
Looked  through  the  branches  as  through  dungeon  bars, 
Shedding  no  hope.     He  knew,  he  felt  his  doom — 
Oh  !  what  a  tale  to  shadow  with  its  gloom 
That  happy  hall  in  England  !      Idle  fear ! 
Would  the  winds  tell  it  ?      Who  might  dream  or  hear 
The  secret  of  the  forest  ?     To  the  stake 

They  bound  him  ;  and  that  proud  young  soldier  strove 
His  father's  spirit  in  his  breast  to  wake, 

Trusting  to  die  in  silence  !      He,  the  love 
Of  many  hearts  ! — The  fondly  reared — the  fair — 
Gladdening  all  eyes  to  see  !     And  fetter'd  there 
He  stood  beside  his  death-pyre,  and  the  brand 
Flamed  up  to  light  it  in  the  chieftain's  band. 
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vsag  d'  aSsX^aj  ^u/xcrXoxa/j  '/.oivaTg  %£fw»' 
aXufMivag  raj^'  dvOhuv  ^d/Mvuv  Dto, 
jj  xal  i)y|aj  sX/^/i*  svsooig  rdy^  uv 
'iboi  ffTsfo-Jda;,  jj  ^i)v  r,7.1ou  b-jsn, 
(S'xdvii  ^upociag  craidiag,  /xjjrg&s  crsXa? 
sSoa/ir/v  svdov  sffr'/av  o/mov  ttspi^ 
xaOrivro'  xa)  rro^g  y\  oi6<7no  sv  rSi  ■r^/V  '/^^ovu), 
(SifivaTg  iXsuffSsv  ofji>,iia  (paib^oi'-xov  -^^aoaTg 
rh  fXiTir^og,  un  (ivr^erig,  Siv  ili'/uv  ^§s<pog 
avTog  'xat^  a\jrr,g  s/Mads  yoromrrtg,  craorjv 
SaXXouffa  y',  I'iS  ug  iidu  X/crags/'  Xoyuj 
rh  %«?»'  ixaffrjjs  vvxTog  svXoyovffd  viv 
'Xgo(SiT~iv  aXX'  a^i/w  yd^  dXKirai  Ziuo' 
jSXs-Tuv  d'  civojkv  iiGooa  hadTg  yJKdooug 
xvTra^iffeivovg  ri^aTfftv  liirrvivGro-jg  ^svaig 
"TTugaovg  Ts  <pXo^iv,  dyoioug  8'  ccvdoag,  Xopo'og 
gsiovrag  y-vf/oD  •^puird  r   riXXoiu;jjho-jg 
ypapaTffi  bnvaTg,  (pds'Mad   ug  i/oVwy,  kuxXuj 
idrurag,  dXk    oZv  0/  xXdooi  xXs/dgoig  xaxo/'g 
atfT^av  ido^av  f'syyog  sx'/J.fjffai  yXuKv, 
ci/Ji^a,  r   s^.rrio'  uds  rriv  'Xa'Tgw/xjyjjv  Tu't.ag 
xdroidsv  aiffar  Sio    dxovCavrsg  fD.oi 
0/  TriXi  vZv  ^aipovng  oXZia  7uy^/j, 
oUaiffi  'Z'ri/MOvaTffiv  ov  daxsnv  av ; 
aXX'  ov^l  raZr    'isr    doyd  ;    rig  ydo  av  rrori 
IJyuyJLv  rd  ■/.^v-Trrd  rono    civ  dyyiiXai  rrdCrj  ; 
a^   avifing  ;    d^   oi/e/^o;  yj  rig  o-^ig  uv  ; 


He  thought  upon  his  God.      Hush  !  hark  !   a  ci-y 
Breaks  on  the  stern  and  dread  solemnity — 
A  step  hath  pierced  the  ring  !      Wlio  dares  intrude 
On  the  dark  hunters  in  their  vengeful  mood  ? 
A  girl — a  young  slight  girl — a  lawnlike  child 
Of  green  savannahs  and  the  leafy  wild, 
Springing  unmark'd  till  then,  as  some  lone  Uower, 
Happy  because  the  sunshine  is  its  dower ; 
Yet  one  that  knew  how  early  tears  are  slied, 
For  hers  had  uioiirued  a  phiYmute  brother  dead. 


She  had  sat  gazing  on  the  victim  long, 
Until  the  pity  of  her  soul  grew  strong ; 
And,  by  its  passion's  deepening  fervour  swayed, 
Even  to  the  stake  she  rush'd,  and  gently  laid 
His  bright  head  on  her  bosom,  and  around 
His  form  her  slender  arms  to  shield  it  wound 
Like  close  Liannes ;  then  rais'd  her  glitt'ring  eye 
And  chasten'd  voice,  that  said — "  He  shall  not  die  ! 
He  shall  not  die  !" — The  gloomy  forest  thrill'd 

To  that  sweet  sound.     A  sudden  wonder  fell 
On  the  fierce  throng  ;  and  heart  and  hand  were  still'd, 

Struck  down  as  by  the  whisper  of  a  spell. 
They  gazed — their  dark  souls  bowed  before  the  uiuid, 
Her  of  the  dancing  step  in  wood  and  glade  ! 


y\ 
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Tov  ev<7r^6ffurrov,  rhv  ^iXoOTO^yoig  rrdXai 
re()oa,u,ixivov  r^vfaTdiv,  dvdfsloig  ror   av 
•— a7"^wo^  sv  ffrs^voKfi  tfi/XXsyoir'  " Apr], 
OTwg  avavdog  'icyjxr    is-^^druv  rrddoi^ 
erav^ruGi  T^otsdrieavTsg  ai/Sgsg  o^dioig 
'ioTrjsav  o'6ru)  ^avaff/fiov  TsXag  Tuga;. 
Tuj  fisv  rd  rou  /MiXXovrog  aiuvog  crag^i/ 
rd  BiTv,  6  d'  aoyjav  <pavhv  h  "XigoTv  'iyuv 
'xuodh  •xaoTi'y.hv,  r^viyJ   's^ai<pvrig  ^orj, 
'iyvog  ^   6/jta^r^  a7s(pavov     uS'irrtba  [mIgov, 
rd  GsfMvd  ^^dffdov  ii^d'  rig  d'  'IvBo?g  To'Sa 
opydg  Tohg  u/Xidg  r^ccro/Mivoig  i-rs/jt^scs/  ; 
xoori  y    dZ^d  rig,  T^oGipsorjg  vsQoQj  8s;Mag, 
ijrig  vd'TTi^g  ^dXXouffa  rroiriPoTg  /xup^oTc, 
xa&ug  sgrifioig  dvdog  sv  ro-^roig  /JjOvov, 
iZXaenv  dyvug  rrddiv.      dXX'  ^'6jj  v'sxpov 
ddsXtphv  larhaZiv  oZed  rrsg  v'scc 
fjboT^av  rdyjtg  iJjaQovGa  h\jarr,yo\i  (3iou. 


Kihri  yda  clffffs  rrT)  rrlx^w  ^id/j,ccri 
/Soffxooffa  drjpov,  oJxrov  wffr'  a/j^nv  fisyav 
rrpog  cravohv  o^yr,g  sy/.^arsT^s^fu^rig  (Slcc 

'  Kurip.  Phocu.  798. 
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And,  as  her  cheek  flushed  through  its  olive  hue. 
As  her  black  tresses  to  the  night-wind  flew, 
Soraetliing  o'ermaster'd  them  from  that  young  mien 
Something  of  Heaven  in  silence  felt  and  seen  ; 
And  seeming  to  their  childlike  faith  a  token 
That  the  Great  Spirit  by  her  voice  had  spoken. 


They  loosed  the  bonds  that  held  their  captive's  breath ; 
From  his  pale  lips  they  took  the  cup  of  death ; 
They  quench'd  the  brand  beneath  the  cypress-tree, 
"  Away !"  they  cried,  "  young  stranger,  thou  art  free !" 
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(noijirsro,  X(f,ra  rou  viotviov  xdoa 
xoXto/j  xo,tt/^ouff   sff/^sr'  uXivuv  -T/.oy.f- 

"  oj  y.arOa'.iPrai,"  biaro^tf)  caTTjs  tSorj, 
s^s?^~c  XafLrr^ug'  TrjvixaiJTa  6'  suiJswf, 
apoBpuTg  s-ruiduv  w»  jSiaig   vr/.'/j/Msvoug, 
Sau/i,'  £/pi^£  Tavrag,  wVrs  xa/  j/so'  ;5(j'u;,^;5v 
xal  xaohiav  <S')(ih  xdriviTg  rrr^^ai  xopic. 
o'jTU)  ds  rrtshs  rraidhg  iuridoug  Xoyoig 
sBuxav  ug  yd»  yj>Z)iha  rdg  rraprjidag 
sCa-vl^s  TK^ffov,  xa/  TT'/oai'g  dvi-rrraro 
yot-irri  fLsXaivoc  vuxrioaig,  rltr''  s/Mi^avSug 
a-jTovg  ^srjXarov  ri  7(.d({)doyyov  xjaro; 
S)b'  j^EcrXjj^si',  uan  fn^o/isvoug  ccr?.?; 
rridTfi  to  ^sm  cri/SLz/xa  y'  audrjaai,  (Safojg 
'jjg  y^pr,ifav  auroig  hroXdg  xootj,  bid. 
O'l  6'  a'yijbay.'joruj  hidijjd  Xuffavrsc  ysioh. 
uy^^uv  Ti  ynXuv  ^^avacz/xov  cror^f/ov 
d^aprrdnavTig,  'x-joehv  sff^iaa^  xXdboig 

i^?<rr'  dTi'/Jih,  array',  i'/.-vdioog  yds  £/."' 
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HORACE,  EPISTLES. 
B.  I.  2. 

Trojani  belli  scriptorem,  maxime  Lolli, 

Dum  tu  declamas  Rorase,  Prseneste  relegi ; 

Qui,  quid  sit  pulchrum,  quid  turpe,  quid  utile,  quid  non, 

Planius  ac  melius  Chrysippo  et  Crantore  dicit. 

Cur  ita  crediderim,  nisi  quid  te  detinet,  audi. 

Fabula,  qua  Paridis  propter  narratur  amorem 

Grsecia  Barbarise  lento  collisa  duello, 

Stultorum  regum  et  populorum  continet  sestus. 

Antenor  censet  belli  prsecidere  causam. 

Quod  Paris,  ut  salvus  regnet  vivatque  beatus, 

Cogi  posse  negat.     Nestor  componerc  lites 

Inter  Peliden  festinat  et  inter  Atriden : 

Hunc  amor,  ira  quidem  communiter  urit  utrumque. 

Quicquid  delirant  reges,  plectuntur  Achivi : 

Seditione,  dolis,  scelere,  atque  libidine  et  ira, 

Iliacos  intra  muros  peccatur  et  extra. 

Rursus,  quid  virtus  et  quid  sapientia  possit, 
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HORACE,  EPISTLES. 

B.  I.  2. 

Turned  into  Greek  Iambics. 

r,67.iig  eu  Put/Mrj  ^vvdixiTv,  roc  Taai/V.a 
TuXiv  diTiXdov  Tavra  Tloaiv'sffrrig  sffw 
sx  ruvds  yu^  /j^ddoig  av  ifitpavseTS^ov 
TO  /j,sv  xa'Khv  xai  ^pf,ffi/j,ov  rh,  d'  avn  /m^, 
jj  cpdiyyirai  Xgiff/T'Tos  ri  'Koavrug'  rdb'  ovv, 
'^v  eoi  ysvTiTai  fii^dh  sfjjirohuiv,  ^gccffw. 
(jZ&og  yap,  o(S-~i^  'EX>.a5'  l/i/xavoDj  'u'xso 
Ud^idog  sguiTog  ^a^Cdooig  ahha  ergaToTg 
^vsrdgav,  hgydg  /Satf/Xswi/  ffxaiSjv  ecKpug 
Xauv  Ti  bsiTivvC'  sidd'ra^  /ji,h  d^ioT 
iffrd/MSVov  eu^Oj  ToXs/iov   Avt^vup  ey^dgai, 
Udsig  ds  diidcijv  oXQiw  x^drsi  't'spi 
ov  Tsidirai.       Njatwo  6=  nriXsioov  -/.ay.dg 
Xvuv    AtpsiOo-j  t'  soidag,  uv  rov  /xsv  <p}.sysi 
igug  fidX',  d/M(poTv  5'  d'XTBTai  yJ>Xag  rrixoog, 
iSovXdg  i'Ziiysi  (piXo(po6vug,  ergarog  8=  rrdg 
didugiv,  sSi/  a-^axrsg  TjiMagrov,  dixrjv' 
ojTcug  ds  xci^ci)  Taira^^  Tooiag  r'  'ieu 
raicynGT^  thdig  ar  'jdvra.  yds  ^vyyu  ffrdsig, 
opyrj,  h6}.og  Tavoupyog,  dxoXaffrog  r'  spug. 
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Utile  proposuit  nobis  exemplar  Ulyssem  ; 
Qui,  domitor  Trojse,  multoruin  providus  urbes 
Et  mores  hominum  nispexit ;  latumque  per  aequor, 
Dum  sibi,  dum  sociis  reditum  parat,  aspera  multa 
Pertulit,  adversis  rerura  iramersabilis  undis. 
Sirenura  voces  et  Circse  pocula  nosti, 
Quae  si  cum  sociis  stultus  cupidusque  bibisset, 
Sub  domina  meretrice  fuisset  turpis  et  excors, 
Vixisset  canis  immuudus,  vel  arnica  luto  sus. 
Nos  numerus  sumus,  et  fruges  consumere  nati, 
Sponsi  Penelopse,  uebulones,  Alcinoique 
In  cute  curanda  plus  aequo  operata  juveutus, 
Cui  pulchrum  fuit  in  medios  dormire  dies,  et 
Ad  strepitum  citharee  cessatum  ducere  curara. 
Ut  jugulcnt  homines,  surguut  de  nocte  latrones  : 
Ut  te  ipsum  serves,  non  expergisceris  ?  atqui 
Si  noles  sanus,  currcs  hydropicus. 

Et,  ni 
Posces  ante  diem  librum  cum  lumine,  si  nun 
Intendes  animum  studiis  et  rebus  honestis, 
Invidia  vel  amore  vigil  torquebere.     Nam  cur, 
Quae  laedunt  oculura,  festinas  demere  ;  si  quid 
Est  unimum,  differs  curandi  temjfus  in  annum? 
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fiXX'  auOii  diirriv  xai  eoffiv  fu.'Ktiv  ^piii/u 
irroTa  6puai,  raoy'  'Oouffffsw;  y.aXoZ 

To?wXa;  hctiMUro;  T&7.X'  dXw.aevo;  •t//.j/; 
avb^uv  tdr)  r'  ssvdr  y.dv  sd7.uj  rd/.a;, 
voarov  toj/^wv  £/  dviuTro  y    ez-rrovirv, 
rv^ocTg  ^vn'ssrr)  bv6'z6r/j,oig,  dii  6'  o/jtwj 
J^^At)'  dO^avdrog'  ^vv  d:  '^sisfivuv  fM/.ri 
'^sXxrrjoiuv,  Kloxrj;  re  ^ag,aa^'  rido^^uv 
a/g^Duiv  ysfMOvra  xal  jS^orovg  vog  (p-jdi 
guTaea  /Miaivovr'  ?^  y,vvCg,  rdo'  oudafiSig 
^y.d-^ai  viv  Ota  ^'"  ot  8s  doyi/xi'^  uv  zay.ui: 
&yx  sgiji,sv  dXX'  ri  :r/.ridog,  oi:  faysiv  /xi/.s/, 
/jivriffTT^esg  doyoi  TlriVsX6~ri;,  xaf)aj/i,ara, 
TPV^r/V  ■j'TSPfsv  y'  uC-~io  oi  /Ji^ir'  'AXyJvov  i 
rificivrsg,  uoag  r'  s/'j  /iiari/j.Zoivdg  vtvov 
rfhai  ipiXouvTig  fsovrlda:  rs  y.oi'j/isai 
'/.joag  'J-t''    As'  ou  bimv,  u  (p6)/ti-o  "/(d^n 
foircoei  XriSral  vuxri,  do  d:  rijc  <srig  \j--7?o 
aurrjoiag  ouy^  '6'xvov  drroQaXiTg  ;    vo'tfw 
Toiv  av  ^laffd/jg,  ffov  /xat)'  dffy.r,ffa,i  ffd'-vog. 
/.acoD  iji,adr,6i0}g,  'o^6^iog  /S/Cao/j  o}.r,v 

fiyiTug  e  ggw;  Tor*  75  ^^o'voj  3a5C»]  (po'svag. 
tI,  (Tw/xa  rrauiiv  auTty*  t/MiUcDV  vosov, 
/t£>.A£/g  jjjUTi'jiiv  fdoijjax    d}.yo-j6ri  <p^ivi ; 

•  Eurip.  Pluini.  560. 
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Dimidium  facti,  qui  coepit,  habct;   sapere  audc, 

Incipe  :  qui  recte  vivendi  prorogat  horam, 

llusticus  exspectat,  dum  defluat  amnis  ;  at  ille 

Labitur  et  labetur  in  omne  volubilis  revum. 

Quseritur  ar  gen  turn  pnerisque  beata  creandis 

Uxor,  et  incultse  pacantur  vomere  silvse. 

Quod  satis  est  cui  contigit,  hie  nihil  amplius  optet. 

Non  domus  et  fundus,  non  seris  acervus  ct  auri 

jEgroto  domini  deduxit  corpore  febrcs, 

Non  animo  curas.     Valeat  possessor  oportet, 

Si  comportatis  rebus  bene  cogitat  uti. 

Qui  cupit,  aut  metuit,  juvat  ilhim  sic  domus  et  res, 

Ut  lippum  pictse  tabulse,  fomenta  podagrum, 

Auriculas  citharee  collecta  sorde  dolentes. 

Sincerum  est  nisi  vas,  quodcunque  infundis,  acescit. 

Sperne  voluptates  ;  nocet  emta  dolore  voluptas. 

Semper  avarus  eget ;  certum  veto  pete  finem. 

Invidus  alterius  macrescit  rebus  opimis ; 

Invidia  Siculi  non  invenere  tyranni 

Majus  tormentum.     Qui  non  moderabitur  irse, 

Infectum  volet  esse,  dolor  quod  suascrit  et  mens, 

Dum  poenas  odio  per  vim  festinat  inulto. 

Ira  furor  brevis  est :  animum  rege,  qui,  nisi  paret. 
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ppoviTv  ds  ro'X/xa,  touto  yiyv'jjaTioji/,  uti 

Sffrig  S"  av  ooOrjg  dvaZoXriv  rr^d^iug  'Toifi 
rrora/MOv  aTsXOiii  cSffTsg  ayooixo;  'Mivsr 
6  8'  ou8h  ^gffot)  Triv  ioriv  s/HTag  rt^ayyt. 
Kai  firiv  rig  r>\jyj  yorifiaruv  stphrai 
xal  TXouffiag  yjvaixhg  ug  rraibuv  yovriv, 
d^orooig  r'  doovouiv  tj/msdu'Jj'svcijv  'ttI^i^  ; 
^jy.ouv  rd  y'  doy,oZvQ^  //iuvd  roTdi  euxp^ogiv,^ 
oy  yuPy  ffd^'  'I'aOi,  yiyj/jiaT   olrs  Sw/xari 
oSuvaj  dfJAiyai  -/.d^ra  rou  ziXTri/Msvov 
our'  ovv  jMi^pvag  'roXvrrovovg'  tJv  b'  au  zaXojg 
yoi^ffdai  ^sXrj  Tig  av  ^ihg  Tog?!,  "o'cw 
ovdiv  ^vvsTvai  diT  viv'  w  ydo  rj  'x6l)ov 
fjjWieriv  J5  (p6Zo-j  ri,  toiovtuj  yjai 
riv'  sifftpe^ovffiv  ridovriv  hiti^rs^av 
r^eiTi^  ysa<pai  7.%iJjOj'jti  '/.a!  ^ajval  Xu^uv 
^sQva/Msvuj  rd  y'  wra  ;    -/.aXkiSrov  h   Zbuo 
(pdsi^si  Tovrjghv  ayyog.      rjdovaTg  aga 
dvdiSrccff'  uo8r,v  aJff'jn^  dXyvviT  ^vvuv. 
6  /j,':v  'ToOuiv  ys  T&XX'  £^£/  C'^dviv'    si)  6'  sv 
r'iXog  ezomi  rr  yu  ^96vovg  ros^uv  dii — 
&v  oi/3sv  £i(g£  OdXagig  aXyiov  croVs — 
<p6ivii  rdyjdra  ray  ad'  dvd^ui'Tuv  ibdjv. 
o^yriv  rayjjg  xddsi^ys,  fj,ri,  dovvai  dixdg 
/LsXXuv,  rd  <s  s^y'  a-r^axra  ^ovXi^dfjg  /MarriV, 

'  Cf.  Eurip.  Phoen.  564. 
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Impcrat :  hunc  frenis,  bunc  tu  compesce  catena. 
Fingit  equum  tenera  docilem  cervice  magistcr 
Ire  viam  qua  monstret  eques.     Yenaticus,  ex  quo 
Tempore  cervinani  pellem  latravit  in  aula, 
Militat  in  silvis  catulus.     Nunc  adbibe  puro 
Pectore  verba,  puer,  nunc  te  melioribus  offer. 
Quo  semel  est  imbuta  recens,  servabit  odorem 
Testa  diu.     Quod  si  cessas,  aut  strenuus  anteis, 
Nee  tardum  oppcrior,  nee  prsecedentibns  insto. 
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ra,  T^lra  '^•j/mov,  oSyi,  /J,ri  5oD?.o;  teo  cljk, 
u^^it  BCeoiSTog,  syxpaTuig  xaf)sxr£o^. 
xadug  yao  iT'-og  i'Trrsu;  xa6'  ridov^^v 
Via?:  sv  ujaaig  sup^sgw;  8a/xa^era/, 
ay.jAa^  b-  '^risuv  ayj^ijjaeiy  •rXaaroTi  vij; 
lijjs^k  ra^i/g  ^\)vr,x.iv,  cosaurcag  b-  ffj, 
iug  iff  fiZrig  ser'  dx^oarov  ydvog, 
eopuv  Xoyoug  'iiMmvi,  yjtig  yj^r^a  y   sosi, 
r,rig  }.aZoiJffa  viovayr,g  oSiMr,v  dii 
xa}.riv  ipuAM^si.       Mr)  ^^adiTav  oZv  &5Jy 
fjbrib'  a\)  TayjTa'j  so'r\  i--ii  ovb'  syui  cror'  a'A 
STioov  bi'JJ^ai/Jj'  o\jbs  •raod/jjiivai/Ji,'  v/.uiv. 

'  Cf.  Soph.  Pliil.  94S,  446. 


44 


ODE  TO  RUIN. 

By  Burns. 

All  hail !  inexorable  Lord ! 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word, 

The  mightiest  empires  fall ! 
Thy  cruel,  wo-delighted  train, 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain — 

A  sullen  welcome  all ! 
With  stern-resolved,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart  ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie, 

And  quivers  in  my  heart. 

Then  low'ring  and  pouring. 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread, 
Tho'  thick' ning  and  black'ning 
Round  my  devoted  head. 
And  Thou,  grim  PoAver,  by  life  abhorred, 
AVhile  life  a  pleasure  can  afford, 

Oh  !  hear  a  wretch's  prayer ! 
No  more  I  shrink  appalled,  afraid, — 
I  court,  I  beg,  thy  friendly  aid, 

To  close  this  scene  of  care  ! 
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ODE  TO  RUIN. 

Turned  into  Gkeek  Iaiubics. 

Xa/^'  w  'rsfu/xvi  zoIpuv,  o-j  dsivoTg  Xoyoig 
siidvg  KarahhiT  ^adi'kiuv  xgarog  /ijya 
ai^a/offXourwi/,  ^ui/  Ss  tfo/  Tavrsg  y'  oGoi 
ayri  (pi^ovrsc  xal  tovovc  /Ji,id'  rj^ovrjg 
I'Xri^STOvffr  vuv  yao  ayi/a/xcrrog  /SXsTW, 
avik'xig  cSv  o^doTffiv  6f>daXfxoTg  jSiXri 

^ri^avrog  aiyjijl  Tr,v  n  (piXraryiv  y^dpciv 
a,(pao'xd(favrog'  oixir',  oux-'sr  iv  p6Q({i 
rruy.vov  G'/.onivuv  Xa/Xacwv  sp^w  ^opov 
Jt/  xsara  /xoy  (J'r!;^?;^^!'  s}grxXovfJ,;vMV. 
"2.1/  6'  w  ovvdcra  yoays^  roTg  ZujGiv  dsog 
'iug  'iyji  rl  y'  rjdovrig  Zc^rj  /mst^ov, 
ev^dg  b'syou  (loi  rdXavt  rdads  }j-7ra^ug. 
o'jroi  (£  ox,vrii>hv  bsT/j^a  ;cwXi/s/  ravvr 
(piXfj,  xaAw  ffs,  Xlaaofjua!  e\  wva^,  ys^i 
nXog  ^I'M  3ss  ruids  bxiC'zoTfjj'M  rayjj- 
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When  shall  my  soul  in  silent  peace 

Resign  life's  joyless  day ; 
My  weary  heart  its  throhbing  cease, 
Cold,  mould'ring  in  the  clay  1 

No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face ; 
Enclasped  and  grasped 
Within  thy  cold  embrace. 
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rroT  aToCaXoDffa  dvgipo^ov  ^dc'Og  rc'8s 

Xri^aea.  yr,;  zurujC:  T/j^irai  /■t'V^Sjv  ; 
ToV  Oil  0/'  /oaeuv  hi-jsirai  craX/y  ^axau 
^C/'woy  r   a-~sc!rai  rd^^oc,  rjvr/.'  civ  y^-'ii 
at  oat  I'M   dmh^ua  i/ivriow  coojTryy.aar/. 
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AUTUMN. 

By  Pkofessor  Longfellow. 

With  what  a  glory  comes  and  goes  the  year : 
The  birds  of  Spring,  the  beautiful  harbingers 
Of  sunny  skies  and  cloudless  times,  enjoy 
Life's  newness,  and  earth's  garniture  spread  out 
And  when  the  silver  habit  of  the  clouds 
Comes  down  upon  the  Autumn  suU;  and  with 
A  sober  gladness  the  old  year  takes  up 
His  bright  inheritance  of  golden  fruits, 
A  pomp  and  pageant  fill  the  splendid  scene. 
There  is  a  beautiful  spirit  breathing  now 
Its  mellow  richness  on  the  clustered  trees ; 
And,  from  a  beaker  full  of  richest  dyes. 
Pouring  new  glory  on  the  Autumn  woods, 
And  dipping  in  warm  light  the  pillared  clouds. — 
Morn  on  the  mountain,  like  a  summer  bird. 
Lifts  up  her  purple  wing ;  and,  in  the  vales. 
The  gentle  wind,  a  sweet  and  passionate  wooer. 
Kisses  the  blushing  leaf,  and  stirs  up  life 
Within  the  solemn  woods  of  ash  deep-crimsoned, 
And  silver  beech,  and  maple  yellow-leaved, 
Where  Autumn,  like  a  foint  old  man,  sits  down 
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AUTUMN. 
Iambics. 

'rig  0-jviavrb;  io-^irai  faid^av  s^mv 
yctp/v  nXiT  r'-    iv  rj^i,  vioyivsT  <pvesug 
"/aiPO-oCt  ^ctXcs/  ■/.dXv/.sg  oyxri^oi  ^oduv, 
£-jr,}JiJv  y.rii-jy.ig  r;ixiPcov  yXuzsT'c, 
X^^'fl  '"2  yctia.g  su^usr   rrd'kiv  b\  on, 
^XsnrovTog  diJ^ZXhy'  rfkio\j  8i'  dsyvsuiv 
vitpuv,  yct-aatot  ^^uOoxaoTov  fxXa^wv 
xX^gov  TsXeiog  ffw^gotf/i/  j^a/|£/  %»oyog, 
drravra  Xa/zcsag  -/.aXXovrig  '^fi^i^  jS^vsi. 
vZv  6'  h.rrvs'jjv  Tig  [MaXda'/iov  8a!/M0JV  ynioov 
hhh^\  si/'Tr^offuTuv  (paiood  y^ouijjdroiv  <pucBi, 
jSaga/s  dydWii  j/euffsa/ff/,   ha-^CkdZg 
rtdvTti  vsav  x^aTr^oog  ex^suv  '/doir 
v'spri  di  ^lo/Mui  >.£uxd  /3aTr/^£/  (pdsi. 
(pavw  b'  sug  rupBia  xccaXuvsi  eiXa, 
oig  Tig  '^s^iiog  'Xo§(pu§o7'g  (popovfiivog 
o^vig  rrTiooTgr    rray/.^UTiT  b'  sv  ayxtisi 
TS'^vrj  T^o&vfMog  dvi/Mg  dg'rafffji,uj  ■/.uvuv 
iroXXSi  rd  <pvXX'  seudsv  ildivdpcav  (Muy^ujv 
Z^taiiv  figii  veoyvov,  hda  6rt  fj^i'/.r^ 
yiaal'  o-rwea  /.i'/.jiMsvr)  (Sy.irrdaiia.Ta 

D 


/ 
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By  the  wayside  a-weary.      Through  tlie  trees 
The  golden  robin  moves.     The  purple  finch, 
That  ou  wild  cherry  and  red  cedar  feeds, 
A  winter  bird,  comes  with  its  plaintive  whistle, 
And  pecks  by  the  witch-hazel ;  whilst,  aloud. 
From  cottage  roofs  the  warbling  blue-bird  sings  ; 
And  merrily,  with  oft-repeated  stroke, 
Sounds  from  the  thrashing-floor  the  busy  flail. 

0  !  what  a  glory  doth  this  world  put  on 
For  him,  who  with  a  fervent  heart  goes  forth 
Under  the  bright  and  glorious  sky,  and  looks 
On  duties  well-performed,  and  days  well-spent ! 
For  him  the  wind,  ay  !  and  the  yellow  leaves, 
Shall  have  a  voice,  and  give  him  eloquent  teachings : 
He  shall  so  hear  the  solemn  hymn,  that  Death 
Has  lifted  up  for  all,  that  he  shall  go 
To  his  long  resting-place  without  a  tear. 
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o§vi6sg  uXa;  oi  ipiXuvdowroi  d's^aig 
'/.odfioZai,  [Mirjoui  o'  otxr^hv  adovng  /AiX&s, 
o7g  xspuffog  hri  xai  •/.'sdgog  /Soga  (p!Xri, 
(Srrivoi  'riXoiffi  'Xogfv^oToiv  ivT^i'XB/'g 
xirrrovei  Sa/xvoi/;  luyy^ioig'  STsyuv  d'  a.-~o 
XiyiTav  sK^sovaiv  ot  yXavKoi  yjxoav, 
/Xagws  }>i  "Kiia  rroX-jx^oruv  T^^rjyuv  aXw; 
jSoaTffiv  r,yj:7.       IlaSi  y'  dvO^uirroig,  oaoi 
iJg  rbv  rrdoog  /3X=T&y(r;v  dd/J^svoi  (3iov, 
xr)X/dog  cifiooov  xai  y.aXug  osd^afffjbsvoig 
'i^yoiffi  Xa/M'Tsov,  r,}J'jj  /.sysiv  to  -rrdv 
'^e^f/.aTffi  -/.aohiaKHv  oh  ipoQov/MSvoi. 
otfov  r^  xdXXog  yribs  yri  roioTgd'  sysil 
roiohabi  y'  avs/zoj  xal  varrojv  t,dvdri  (po^rj 
<pd6yyov  XaZovSa  vou&inT  ao^uirara^ 
u/ivov  6',  ov  a.bii  'xdGi  '^dvarog  syx^a,Trjg, 
TO  'iT^iv  ffo^iDs  /MudovTsg,  d(pdaXfioTg  ffraffiv 
jj^oyff'  dxXa'jToig  rrdvdoxov  yaiag  xdTOj. 
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LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTEEL. 
Canto  VI.  Stanza  29. 

With  naked  feet  and  sackcloth  vest, 
And  arms  enfolded  on  his  breast, 

Did  every  pilgrim  go ; 
The  standers-by  might  hear  uneath 
Footstep,  or  voice,  or  high-drawn  breath, 

Through  all  their  lengthened  row ; 
No  lordly  look  nor  martial  stride, 
Gone  was  their  glory,  sunk  their  pride, 

Forgotten  their  renown  : 
Silent  and  slow,  like  ghosts  they  glide 
To  the  high  altar's  halloAved  side, 

And  there  they  knelt  them  doMni : 
Above  the  suppliant  chieftains  wave 
The  banners  of  departed  brave ; 
Beneath  the  lettered  stones  were  laid 
The  ashes  of  their  fathers  dead  : 
From  many  a  garnished  niche  around, 
Stern  saints  and  tortured  martyrs  frowned. 
And  slow  up  the  dim  aisle  afar, 
With  sable  cowl  and  scapular, 
And  snow-white  stoles,  in  order  due, 
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LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 

Turned  into  Iambics. 

Kat  fMr,v  rrXoxag  'i^ovrsg  sv  ffrssvoig  yioZiv^ 
itobag  rs  yv/xvoi  xavdidvyiOTsg  gdxov, 
eroXog  gr^arriyuiv  oiXT^hg  salSaivii  do/Muv 
ILtikig  h\  ipuvriv  gTo/Marog  n  robuiv  rrdrov 
jj  y.ai  Ti'ojjv  rjxovffav  0/  ffrdvTsg  rrUr 
ouS"  av  Tvoavvov  o/x/x'  't'doig  hravda  rro'j 
'lyjog  7  " Aoiior   rou  ydo  sfj/ir^oddiv  xX'sovg 
(p^ov7JiMa,TQg  T   ido^av  o\j  fMv^fji,riv  r^i^siv. 
oiiTU  Xadffoitfi  <pd({/Mad'  ug,  fSdvrsg  err/oig 
iXrriPiaiffi  ^mimimv  (3d9sct}v  sTi 
diyaig  s&rjy.av  yovara'    xavoidiv   y.aXd 
srriGriiM   spi^r,g,  ruv  rrpv  trr-r-'uv  y^doiv^ 
'/.iiiMder'  iooig  dv'  y.at  y.dru  }.rjy.ri  y.6'>tg 
BXSiTO  '^rooyovuv  iMvrj/jjdruv  yXwrrruv  Uffo* 
/M-jy^uv  d'  iffu  '^s'errjgav,  0/  rriCTiug  uts^ 
ufjjoTg  <p6voig  ILXovro,  yooy'  Tjxatf/xsi/o/. 
O/  S"  aj  SiZaaroi  rran^ig  swofiu)  dro'koj, 
XivxoTg  sxasrog  rrsPiZiQ'kri/iBvoi  rrirrXoig 
y.ipaXdg  6'  sPS/MvoTg  lurrPBrrug  xaXvfM/Mccffiv, 
fjbd^av  (po^cZvng  yi^ei  rriv  [marri^tav, 
Xjyvuv  ^'  d^dg,  ^IZXov  n,  xal  ei'xrhv  <pd^og, 
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The  holy  fathers,  two  and  two, 

lu  long  procession  came ; 
Taper  anJ  host,  and  book  they  bare. 
And  holy  banner  flourished  fair 

With  the  Redeemer's  name. 
Above  the  prostrate  pilgrim  band 
The  mitred  abbot  stretched  his  hand, 

And  blessed  them  as  they  kneeled : 
AVith  holy  cross  he  signed  them  all, 
And  prayed  they  might  be  sage  in  hall, 

And  fortunate  in  field. 
Then  mass  was  sung,  and  prayers  were  said, 
And  solemn  requiem  for  the  dead ; 
And  bells  tolled  out  their  mighty  peal 
For  the  departed  spirit's  weal. 
And  ever  in  the  office  close 
The  hymn  of  intercession  rose  : 
And  far  the  echoing  aisles  prolong 
The  awful  burden  of  the  song  : — 
"  Dies  irse,  dies  ilia, 
Solvot  seclum  in  favilla ;" 
While  the  pealing  organ  rung  : 

Were  it  meet  with  sacred  strain 

To  close  my  lay,  so  light  and  vain, 
Tims  the  holy  Fathers  sung : — 
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tyoa-^ev — oZtu  'T:dyTi;  sv  tol^h  dirrXfi 
fjbaxBag  sroaz  /MiTiOJvni  sItuxt'm  (Suffsi, 
y.oy^o'j  rrsod'jj  eniyji'jdi  yovumroZg  rr'O.ai. 
xdvraij^'  6  lij/b;  yji^ag  exnivag  Tctrr,^ 
Tavra;  -raajj^ospjcar'  ej^^^/xo/j  Xoyoi;, 
ffrauffoD  6'  Jcr'  ajroTg  }sbov  sxy^d-^ag  d'lZai 
^shv  Tooer^'iba,  xaXXiviy'  o~7^oig  zpurri 

imira  o    /'jssij  /jLjU~r/.d  i's'^ag  r's'/.^ 
iZbaTg  X/ra/iT/  roj  vix.ooZ  ydoiv  3s6v 
toaX'  'r/.i'rivff''  6/moj  rs  zw^wvej  '/.lyj 
ffUTTiiiag  ^'j/Tjffay  dih'iag  'C'rrso. 

Ts?.oj  5=,  Ta/av  au-'r/  i}.a(j~yjPiog, 
^■jvujbog  fj^ydvoitJiv  svpoiyoig,  fj^a'/.sdv 
bid  G'odg  snivsv  {/^j/»JXa5  iSo/^k. 

za/  /M^rrrov  '>iyr,g,  ng  -/.or/  /.-jgBi  ro  -rr/,!-. 
«/.>.',  =/'t;5  /«;&/"-  ciffiMadiv  rrdoiCri  ix,oi 
igyuv  /Motraiav  dvoeiuv  oy^giv  rsXjTV, 
roiovo   ofjLav'/.og  yri^vg  i^r/KSv  /z.=Xoj* 

Ti  Ss/vov  '"J7^J  ^i/^'^Sj  '5''"'-'  oZ^avog 
y.a!  yr,  c/.ars?'  £/';  oi/ob  'i-/.'i.'j^'r,(!i7ai' 
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(Hymn  for  the  Dead.) 

"  That  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away  ! 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay  ? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  ? 

"  When,  shrivelling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll : 
When  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead ! 

"  0 !  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day, 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 
Be  Thou  the  trembling  sinner's  stay. 
Though  Heaven  and  Earth  shall  pass  away !  *' 
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«/rfo-v}/£ra/  ra  ^g/va  Tijg  rod'  rjfii^ag  ; 

"  'Or   syzaXurraTg  (pXo^iv  o\ji>avov  xuxXo^, 
ofov  ds^og  (p^vxTov  ti,  gvaTaadriffirni, 
xai  TO'jg  cra^'  "Aidov  diaroeog  aakmy^  vsxsou;, 
hsiv^v  exsdojga,  y^guv,  s^avayxdeei. 

"    Or'  Jx  /Au^wv  y5;?  x^/V/i'  i/^s^ouff/v  /SgOTo/, 

Sit  y,  w  Tai/aXxsg,  iv  /Msdoig  soii'Xioig 
yng  OLigai/ou  r',  a^r,yi  roTg  •irava&'Khic. 


J 
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THE  SLAVE'S  BREAM. 

By  Longfellow. 

Beside  the  iingathered  rice  he  lay, 

His  sickle  in  his  hand  ; 
His  breast  was  hare,  his  matted  hair 

Was  buried  in  the  sand  : 
Again,  in  the  mist  and  shadow  of  sleep, 

He  saw  his  native  land. 

Wide  through  the  landscape  of  his  dreams, 

The  lordly  Niger  flowed  ; 
Beneath  the  palm-trees  on  the  plain, 

Once  more  a  king  he  strode — 
And  heard  the  tinkling  caravans 

Descend  the  mountain  road. 

He  saw,  once  more,  his  dark-eyed  queen, 

Among  her  children  stand  ; 
They  clasped  his  neck,  tliey  kissed  his  cheeks, 

They  held  him  by  the  hand  ! 
A  tear  burst  from  the  sleeper's  lids, 

And  fell  into  the  sand. 
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THE  SLAVE'S  DREAM. 
Iambics. 

"ff'/ojv  0  6oiyX&5  SsiTai'OV  s/MrrsO'jj  yjoi 
sxiir   6s-j/r,:  syyug  d-^aderov  ^iPovg. 
hTavS"  'ido^sv  iy.Ta&iig  boclv  y-Ti/oy 
yaTav  rrarcuiav  Iv  ovo^oig'  serf'  ay  TaXiv 
<p6Zaig  iif:'  u-^^r^XaTdi  ^poivr/.uv,  o-Toy 
Tsd'/'M'j  dvuean  cr/ovwv  ivp-jadsvrjg 
'Siyn^og,  ug  rrd^oiOs,  ^affiXr/,Qj  rrdr'jj 
sffrs/^',  urrc/jhv  s/MTo^ovg  rroijjrraig  ij,a.y.pcug 
'ioiiu,  ffOv  no'X'joTffi  y.ud'jjvuv  KooTotg 
■/i7.i'jd   dd^Sjv  Tiijjvovrag.       sij.rrdXiv  hi  xai 
uvaoffav  uhi  (pi}.rd~aig  rr/v  ':to1v  ry/.vuv 
^Xdsraig  ^uvovffar    ug  bi  y   h  do^aig  uTvou 
y^i^m  TAoxa/'s  ^ai^ovreg  rjff'rrd^ovTo  wi/ 
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And  then,  at  furious  speed  he  rode 

Along  the  river's  bank  ; 
His  bridle-reins  were  golden  chains  ; 

And,  with  a  martial  clank,  • 
At  each  leap  he  could  feel  his  scabbard  of  steel 

Smiting  his  courser's  flank. 

Before  him,  like  a  blood-red  flag, 

The  bright  flamingoes  flew ; 
From  morn  to  night  he  followed  their  flight 

O'er  plains  where  the  tamarind  grew. 
Till  he  saw  the  roofs  of  Cafii'e  huts 

And  the  ocean  rose  to  view. 

At  night  he  heard  the  lion  roar, 

And  the  hysena  scream. 
And  the  river-horse,  as  he  crush'd  the  reeds 

Beside  some  hidden  stream ; 
And  it  pass'd  like  some  glorious  roll  of  drums. 

Through  the  triumph  of  his  dream  ! 

The  forests,  with  their  myriad  tongues. 

Shouted  of  liberty ; 
And  the  blast  of  the  desert  cried  aloud 

With  a  voice  so  wild  and  free, 
That  he  started  in  his  sleep,  and  smiled 

At  their  tempestuous  glee. 


61 

i'lg  •^df/tfMov  ierd'kaesiv  ex  j^agaj  hdx.^\j. 
"E'XiiT    d^iiuv  s/irrXiOi  f^ovrjfMuruv 
I'X'Xov  di   o^Oag  Torafji.lag  ^^uffriviov, 
S00/5  x^orouvros  xovXsou  Xa/ZT^oD  b^oixoig, 
hi;  ccrrb  gur^goj  s^u^/Mriaaro. 
hviig  6'  avu  rrd^oidi  foivixoTTs^ovg 
'Tvxvdg  ipaXayyag  (Zg  ri  (poiviov  <pa,»og 
8t'  aidi^og  Ti/vovrag,  axa/xccrw  fvyfj 
sdo^'  aT*  o^O^ov  vvxri^uv  fJ''sy(^^i  dxoTuv 
rrsdia  crs^sDi'  (S^vovra  ^av/jjasrrjg  <p6Crig 
diuxdhiVf  sug'TTi^  dX'xufov  ffdXov 
ffxriiidg  r'  sgsTdiv  dy^iuv  Kafi^ri^iCfjv. 
sv  vw/.r}  d'  au  Xsovrog  di^vdfJthg  ISa^vg, 
fSorj  y  vaivrig  o^utpuvog,  iv  ^'  iXsi 
•/.PurrrS)  jSiaiog  Tora/Miuv  'I'Trrruv  -^opog 
daffsTg  rraro-jvruv  dovaxag,  sv  (pavrdajj^aeiv 
oviipdruv  xaXo/ir/  creoj^so^g  l3^6fM(jj 
Ta^i^Xd   do-ioiv  r-jiMrrdvoiv  dirjVBXu. 
^o^ou/isvw  d;  fxv^iaig  yXuiOffaig  i/dcr/j 
^';^r/(J'   a'Xavrd  y   ^(jJkoav  sXsvds^av, 
■<l/dfJ,fj>ov  S'  £g^/i»js  'Tray/.^arrjg  rrvorj  yjong 
(puvri  di(^fOoviT   dy^ia  viv  e^  vrri/ou 


He  did  not  feel  the  driver's  wliip, 
Nor  the  burning  heat  of  day ; 

For  death  had  illumined  the  land  of  sleep, 
And  his  lifeless  body  lay, 

A  worn-out  fetter,  that  the  soul 
Had  broken  and  thrown  away  ! 
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r,a&hra  norrvfl  Tvivfidruv  adserroTuv. 

fisdrifiZ^ivuv  rs  ^aXTswv,  stsi,  j3iov 
■^uyri  bvSoigTov  '^dvarov  aXXdtteovff  a',aa, 
g^^aff'  d-TsZaXs  aufiuTog  (pdagrds  rr'sdag. 
c55'  ^|£/xa/ws  i^x^v  d-\\)yj)V  bs/Mag. 
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"WE    M  0  U  R  N." 

By  Mrs  Sigourney. 

We  mourn  for  those  who  toil, 

The  slave  who  ploughs  the  main, 
Or  him,  who  hopeless  tills  the  soil, 

Beneath  the  st'-ipe  and  chain  : 
For  those,  whom  in  the  world's  hard  race, 

O'erwearied  and  unblest, 
A  host  of  restless  phantoms  chase : — 

Why  mourn  for  those  who  rest  1 
We  mourn  for  those  who  sin, 

Bound  in  the  tempter's  snare, 
AVhom  syi'en  Pleasure  beckons  in 

To  prisons  of  despair  : 
Whose  hearts,  by  whirlwind  passions  torn, 

Are  wrecked  on  Folly's  shore : — 
But  why  in  sorrow  should  we  mourn 

For  those  who  sin  no  more  ? 
We  mourn  for  those  who  weep, 

Whom  stern  afflictions  bend 
With  anguish  o'er  the  lowly  sleep 

Of  lover  or  of  friend. — 
But  they  to  whom  the  sway 

Of  pain  and  grief  is  o'er, 
^Vhose  tears  our  God  hath  wiped  away — 

0  !  mourn  for  Ihem  no  more ! 
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"  WE  MOURN." 

Iambics. 

Tuv  /Msv  'TTovo-jvTcuv  TavTa  8sT  mvdiTv  iimo, 
£/V'  o'jf  rrXdraig  rig  do[j}.!aic  adXcv  did 
sX^  jSiaediig,  iin  [iddriyog  <p6Z(j), 
dsgfioTg  msadsig,  sXtiS"  oly^  abrGj  T^ifiuv, 
a^QMoav  ji§oa\  ovg  ds  rriv  a/MiX'kav  aO 
^lou  Ts'iy^ovrag  d^doieiv  xridr)  mx^d 
Tovoig  hiujy.il  -/.aobiag  Brix.Trioia 
dXX'  iig  Ti  xo'TrTo/Mieda,  rovg  y.oi/j^ctJ,u,svovg  ; 
Tous  B'  au  xaxoug  ys  -xayidi  mi^ag/Mov  Xddga 
o/',ao5^o,a£v  Xri^d'svrag,  (>'jg  av  iig  bo/Moug 
dy^euv  dp-jTiroug  riho'jai,  Ss/^Jji/sj  ug, 
xaXesuff\  as/./.a/  r',  sxyovoi  [Mcaodg  <f)§iv6g, 
arr^g  rrard^'MS'  oXid^icf  Ssivrjg  ^i(f' 
ofiug  6s  XBivovg  rrshg  rl  ^arjVT^ffai  y^oiuv, 
Sffoig  6/ji,iXiTv  ouxir'  'ieQ'  d/Ma^Tia  ; 
rovTovg  Bs  y^o7,  Sa/Mivng  dXyuvS)  rrddn, 
(piXiag  yomrai  ^avdei/J.ov  xocdaipseiv 
To^oo  Ts  ^sg/toS,  ddxpvdiv  oixniPui  t^sts/' 
dX/.'  ol'rrsp  liyxir'  iig'  U'T^xoo/  xodni 
Xvruv  ^ooTiiuv,  oJg  d'rui/Ji.o^^iv  ^Bog 
ddxp-ju  rd  rrd^'Ta,  i2,r,y.iT'  o/'/xw^?;;  tfu  viv. 

£ 
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BEATH. 

By  Mrs  Hemans. 

Leaves  hare  tlieir  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  ! 
Day  is  for  mortal  care, 

Eve  for  glad  gatherings  round  the  joyous  hearth, 
Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayer-1 

But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth  ! 
The  banquet  hath  its  hour, 

Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine  ; 
There  comes  a  day  for  griefs  o'erwhelming  power, 

A  time  for  softer  tears— but  all  are  thine ! 
Youth  and  the  opening  rose 

May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay. 
And  smile  at  thee;  but  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  to  seize  their  prey. 

Leaves  have  their  time,  <fec. 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 

When  summer-birds  from  far  shall  cross  the  sea. 
When  autumn's  hue  shall  tinge  the  golden  grain, 

But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee  ? 
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DEATH. 

Iambics. 

"flea  fi'sv  sen  rrrugiug  i'l/xa^/Mhr) 
fxjXkoKSiv,  o-jd'  aoioa  ^oshaiaig  fdivii 
piTaToiv  avdrj,  y.ochiai  o    affrpoig  ouffug, 
eoi  b'  (t)  iMine-i  ^d.\aT-  -ra'/ro/iij';  y^oo<jo}v. 

rr,v  ^'  aff-reffav  sduxsv  oixiiuv  yaiuTg 
6/MiXiojv,  (phii  7i  vj^  ovsioa-a 
iuylr,g  hi  (puvrtv  xajrs^a;,  601  o  ,  w  y^So'JMv 
y-odriG-i  rraSM'j,  rrdvd'  o/xoD  zaSlsrarai. 
^oivaiffi  0    Uia  rraiOiag  ':TiT}.r,gfMivr, 
'Cfivuv  TS  •/.-/rai  zat  yjr,i6Y,g    o'ho'j  xaxi^j.. 
7.a,i  '/.aiohg  sCti  '77,ij,ovaTg  0  [msv  'jrix.eaTg, 
6  5'  au  yapoig  yi  ddx^vffiv,  rravng  hi  Goi 
r^Zri  6'  u.y.;i,aia  7.ai  lobou  xa/.v^  Kjoy 
y.^iitSSwj  G7.or:oZ\ri  fa/vsra;  -racj;;  (pdosag, 
a?.?.'  svTPoG'jjTov  vcrsooouv  alruv  ydvog 
ayooLv  TiPiivav  drroopsmig  T^iZr,g  ario' 
uoa  yag  Effr;  ttwCewj  i'l/Mao/J'ivj} 
(piiXkoiGiv,  ovS"  attioa  jSoilalaig  (p&ivn 
g/ffa/'tf/v  a^fdrt,  y.aioiui  6'  aerooig  d-j<Siig, 
(T&y  6'  w  fi'sneri  ^as^ars  rravroiuv  ysovuv. 
Tig  oif  eiXrivuv  oJbiv  e/M/arivoug  (pdieng, 
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Is  it  wlien  spring's  first  gale 

Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  tlie  violets  lie  ? 
Is  it  when  roses  in  our  path  grow  pale  ? 
I  They  have  one  season,  all  arc  ours  to  die ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 

Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air, 
Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home, 

And  the  world  calls  us  forth,  and  thou  art  there ! 
Thou  art  where  friend  meets  friend. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest ; 
Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets  rend 

The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  crest  ! 

Leaves  have  their  time,  &c. 
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srdy^ijti  6'  vT'Mia^  ^uffio/j  /.a.a-Tjoj,  yjaj  ; 
aa'  o'jii  ora»  ys  >{/i^jea  Ttuirov  sx'/.'--/tj 

waa  ,a/*  ajro??  y'  £»tJa»s7V — rratjat  ^soro?;. 
2i  y'  i,a«arius/;  x'j(j.a.Toj'j  ajjxoj;  d.ffO'j,, 

atosag  o'  h  oixov;  jjff-j^oa;  s'X-'  /'^''"j 
£^M  8s  xd^s/JoSffi»  sfiTiTTst:  Itfug. 

^rrfXio,  6^'  jjffi^Oif/  xs/]{i«»oj  ffXia/j, 
fcroy  3?  xai  ed/.Tty^n  o^vatg  (i^yr,v 
<ro>J,ttio^  alibq.  ToXsftJuij  ^/f ij  o'  d/*?' 
>j^oa5  df£iO^  5a<riAiav,  ^auun  fiKsT;. 
wsa  yctA  l<Fr/  Truffsoi;  ufiaiii-hn 
ipyK/MSiiy  o-jo'  a^t^a  ^(^{aiaig  ^i'mi 
\trrajsn  a»«^,  xahtai  o    aar^otg  b-j<Siig, 
goi  0   u  fiineri  Sdiiars  a'avro/aiy  ^6vui. 
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FOOTSTEPS    OF    ANGELS. 
By  Lungfelloa\'. 

When  the  hours  of  Day  are  numbered, 
And  the  voices  of  the  Night 

Wake  the  better  soul  that  slumbered, 
To  a  holy,  calm  delight : 

Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted, 
And,  like  phantoms  grim  and  tall, 

Shadows  from  the  fitful  fire-light 
Dance  upon  the  parlour-wall : 

Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  open  door ; 
The  beloved,  the  true-hearted, 

Come  to  visit  me  once  more  : 

He,  the  young  and  strong,  who  cherish'd 
Noble  longings  for  the  strife, 

By  the  road-side  fell  and  perish'd. 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life ! 

They,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly, 
Who  the  cross  of  suftering  bore, 

Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly, 
Spake  with  us  on  earth  no  more ! 


/ 
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FOOTSTEPS  OF  ANGELS. 
Iambics. 

"Orai/  xviiam  r}/j.':iag  rixr,  r'iko; 

vaoy.yjijjaalv  y'  i'i-/.o-jSa.v^  si;  r'io-^tv  'ird'Kiv 
ayvYtV  Ka}.Mffi  xcixyovoi  cryeig  s-Kial, 
'7^iv  iS~£»ovg  ?^a/xc7-^ffas  afdrjvai  fast, 
ava  roTy^ov  aloXoiGiv  osyj^v-ai  r^o'roig 
(pavrds/Jjad'  ug  yoi'yu~d,  ry,</i-/.'  aut)ig  ai/, 
0/'  ^wsTSj  riffav  fiKraroi  ■~iGroi  ^'  a'/za, 
fia-K^dv  '^avovng,  ^Kavol'^avng  ^usan 
J/AO/  ^-jviigtv,  (itov  sv  j3l<fj  y',  6  /JiiSV, 
riZ%'j  dy.iia.7og  xs/'j  'i^iv  ^iXridTog  uv 
lidyjtg  dsstav,  sv  j3iov  rro^iv/jjaffj 
xa/M'jjv  drri^y.ir^  uiv  vsaviag  'in- 
aXXoi  Oz  rrah  rr^irrwrig  rodsQiT  ^iui, 
erwjgov  Ti  rrod'jig  t>j//,ov'^s  /Mccxodg  rrixoov 
aoffATig,  airoCs  ^avaffi/X'jj  rrA'/jyp  ri/.og 
svbovrsg  r,/Mijv  rr,X'  oiit'/jag  drro 
d.'Xidrd'KriSav.       Hov  6=  yj]  za'/.rj  xopt), 
71  y'  iig  rd  rr^ur'  hoirl  //,'  ovra  dij  viof 
^iOiboTog  fidX'  wXC/tr',  rid'  ev  oioav^ 
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And  with  them  the  being  beauteous, 
Who  uuto  my  youth  was  given. 

More  than  all  things  else  to  love  me, 
And  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven. 

With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep 
Comes  that  messenger  divine, 

Takes  the  vacant  chair  beside  me, 
Lays  her  gentle  hand  in  mine. 

And  she  sits  and  gazes  at  me 
With  those  deep  and  tender  eyes. 

Like  the  stars,  so  still  and  saint-like. 
Looking  downwards  from  the  skies. 

Uttered  not,  yet  comprehended. 
Is  the  spirit's  voiceless  prayer ; 

Soft  rebukes,  in  blessings  ended, 
Breathing  from  her  lips  of  air. 

0 !  though  oft  depressed  and  lonely, 
All  my  fears  are  laid  aside. 

If  I  but  remember  only 

Such  as  these  have  lived  and  died ! 


73 

fiaxd^uv  ;v  odict,  raffdirai  rravrjyu^ii. 
t6t   a-^oipriTOig  i]  SeofftfuT-os  xoptj 
■s'otf/i'  rr^ogsXdo\Jo'  avrix'  (iy/j  jm-j  ^^6vov 
It^ii  xivhv  •\)/au£/  n  rl^g  sfirjg  %£gos' 
xa6rjfji.;vri  d   oZv  o/Mfxaruv  s/m'  ex  ^ddovg, 
a  y'  sfjj^igri  'or'  atSr^aisiv  rjo;/j,^  ug  ^^orovg 
sx  vuxrs^ov  ^XsToveiv  ou^avoij  xdru, 
OLTivsg  dd^iT Ts^sivd  y'.      dXX'  ;yu  xaXuig 
fdoyydg  dipuvoug  v^ogr^onrig  irrleTa/Mai 
•^oyoig  fMSV  7i<irioi<Siv  ev^r]/j,oig  d'  cc/jm 
Ix  /laXdccxuv  yjCKm  [ms  Tiii,'Si<5a.g  },6yQig. 
d\S  uv,  hfj/Miaidi  d-jgd'j>j,oiJvri  brj 
-zoXXaTg,  ojiug  roio-jgdi  /loi  /Ms/ji,vrifji,ivuj 
^uoug  rroT   ovrag  xai  ^avovTag  svddde, 
iudug  xarccllio'jdt  Cv/j^'XavTig  (poZoi. 
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SARDANAPALUS. 

Act  v. — Myrkha  loquitur. 

The  day  at  last  has  broken.     What  a  night 
Hath  ushered  it !      How  beautiful  in  Heaven  ! 
Though  varied  with  a  transitory  storm, 
More  beautiful  in  tliat  variety ! 
How  hideous  upon  Earth  !  where  peace  and  hope, 
And  love  and  revel  in  an  hour  were  trampled 
By  human  passions  to  a  human  chaos, 
Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  elements. — 
'Tis  warring  still ! — And  can  the  Sun  so  rise, 
So  bright,  so  rolling  back  tlie  clouds  into 
Vapours  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky. 
With  golden  pinnacles  and  snowy  mountains, 
And  billows  purpler  than  the  Ocean's,  making 
In  heaven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth, 
So  like,  we  almost  deem  it  permanent ; 
So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a  vision — 'tis  so  transiently 
Scattered  along  the  eternal  vault ;  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul 
And  blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
Sunrise  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
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SARDANAPALUS. 

Iambics. 

OTov  [Msv  Tidri  vvxTog  J^  ola;  rrdsa 
yevvrjdsv  i^fias  ug  sv  oijavu)  y.uXug, 
rroXy.ug  b'  a/MUv^uv  Xa;>.aTa;y  di'  aX/.aydg 
xdXXtov  aZdig  jS^a^sog  ix/.a/xc;/  axorou. 
dXX'  ri'/J'  avisyov  roTg  /.arw  /J^vsog  y    oaov 

'X.OLodv  cirraSav  xdXrrlB'  s/^yjv^v  ^'  6/io\J 
iig  oTov  ovdiig  yjjiotaoLt  ca/./v  '/d^i 
xdroi6\  's/ji>i^av  ^uyy-jgn  rravuXsdotfJ. 
ayuv  6s  xoci  vijv  sfiriv  uKkd  tou  ydgiv 
oiiTug  l(pi]vaff  ri>.iog  ;    xa)  rrug  v's^ri 
xou^ovg  dis':rrv^'  iig  dr/j^ovg,  t^oj  o'lig  /Marrtv 
dvi(psXog  a'ldri^  s^aixiXXarai  y\  og?) 
vi(p6x,TUT'  a'puv  ^gutfeOtfroXouj  r'  ax^ccg 
xal  'TTOPipvpuTeo'  sva/Jojv  xXuouvia, 
ir/.a<ffia  yaiag  uffr  h  oxjsavui  y^dfsiv, 
(poUag  ye  mTdov  sig  dXridiiav  Ssaj* 
SfJbug  d'  avu  -ro/x/X/xa  To/^ffai/  jSeay^-j 
imid'  o/ioiug  o'iyiTai  (favrdsiJ^ari, 
ohx  a^iov  Ti  xXtidsug  ^iXriovog. 
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Of  sorrow  and  of  love,  which  they  who  mark  not, 
Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii — 
Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 
So  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 
For  all  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  with  clamour — build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 
Briefly  ;  but  in  that  brief,  cool,  calm,  inhale 
Enough  of  Pleaven  to  enable  them  to  bear 
The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours, 
And  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance ; 
Though  seemingly  employed  like  all  the  rest 
Of  toiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 
Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  feeling, 
Which  our  internal  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy ! 
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xa/Vo/  rod'  tlgBvv  jj^/a/5  -vj/up^j^v  /3/a/f 
^EXxrjjo/a/ff/  r'  (vd'iug  t,uvrrixsrai, 
TsXog  di  roTg  r   souffi  xa!  XuTou/xevo/; 
fiXov  Ti  xrjXri/j/     dvaroXai  n  xa/  b'jdni 
(pspovSiv.    dXX'  oSoug  yi  raOra  Xavdd'^si, 
oxiroi  /Msyierovg  duo  ^soii;,  y.oXds/iaeiv 
01  Tuv  csZqvtuv  xa^dlag  (Surrioioig 
o^doZeiv,  uen  firi  ^sXsiv  cratfav  y^aodv, 
Sari  jSoaTg  igsiffiv  o\j^avoZ  x-jzXnv, 
ajTuv  'xoiae&ai  y ',  o\jx  'laaeiv  ol/v  o-rou 
(ji,6')(dct>v  rotoTah'  le-aciv  i]SMyJ>jg  iyity 
ava-vj/up^jjv  iMixodv  ij.h  aurasy.ri  0   o/i-w;, 
odiv  rrvoaTg  '"^iiaitSt  '^iX-^dhng  'Xovov 
Xoivuv  3/'  wgwv,  xoivov  dvO^uivm  (Sd^og, 
(psgovng  ri^sfi',  ug  ova,^  fSiov  /mvov, 
fidXiSra  xa^Ti^ouffiv  ug  d'  avrug  (S^Croig 
a'AAoiCii  rr^drTiiv  rcioya  rd^ufia/Miva 
lii'  ^dovr,g  doxoZaiv  lin  ':Tri,u>ov^g' 
[liag  ydo  oZrug  ovofiar'  aicdTjSiug  dirrXd 
xaXov,u,iv,  r,v  Xoyw  filv  dXKdffasiv  <piXs? 
'jrdSr,  (ppsvuv  akr^xrog,  dXX'  sgyw  fidrriv 
/3/00  (SroyaXjiihisS  'ixacrog  oV.Ziou. 

»  Cf.  Eur.  Troad.  893,  "  a  magic  spell." 


'  \ 
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BYRON'S  MARINO  FALIERO. 

Act  III.  Scene  2. 

Boge.  You  see  me  here, 

As  one  of  you  hatli  said,  an  old,  unarmed, 
Defenceless  man  :  and  yesterday  you  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state, 
Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
Robed  in  official  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine, 
Nor  yours,  but  of  our  masters  the  patricians. 
W  hy  I  was  there  you  know,  or  think  you  know  ; 
Why  I  am  here^  he  who  hath  been  most  wronged, 
He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted, 
Outraged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me. 
Asking  of  his  own  heart,  what  brought  him  here  % 
You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it, 
And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  those 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 
But  spare  me  the  recital,  it  is  here, 
Here  at  my  heart,  the  outrage — but  my  words. 
Already  speut  in  unavailing  plaints. 
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BYRON'S  MARINO  FALIERO. 

Iajibics. 

TsjovTa  /ifv  rovb'  avdoa  zavo-xXov  ravvv^ 
ug  d^rlug  rig  li'^ri,  x.al  TPoCXri/jyurog 
cpoLt  afioioov  ^6sg  ds  xav  rugocvvixoTg 
^iyji^  5o'|ao/s  a^yovra  TiiMiUTarriv, 
Tuv  ^'  sxarov  ovto,  ff^ojCXsTOvr/  xoiea^ov 
vrjffOiiv  TsXsiov,  ^iiv  ds  roTg  oKoiioyiSi 
TUoavviBog  ■^yrjipigfJi.aT  hbaTob/j^ivov, 
oil  rrig  J,a.^j  Vio  mhi  rl^g  vfj,uv  ci^cc, 
uX}'  oJa  ro-jToig  roTai  ysvvaioig  doxiT, 
o'i  ruvdi  dsG~6'(^ovffi.     T'^g  r/.iT  Xoyov 
'^raoci-jffta.;  '/ct''  ri  uohai  dozsTrs  croy 
dXX'  or;  '^raduv  vvv  rjXdov^ — off-rig  d'/j  cr^orou 
•xXs/irr'  rjdiy.rjrai  y',  ocrig  J^uSg/o'/Asi'os 
ZZpiv  xaxiffrrjv  xdg  •jr'idov  'Traro-jpbsvog 
alrtp  /j,6X/g  ^vvoidsv  ii  ffxu)Xri^  ys  roi 
ri  /Mrj  'z'ifvxiv^ — obrog  dvr  s/Jbou  Xiyiiv 
h'jvaTr  av,  auron  ho/Mivog  roiavd'  a/J,a, 
ug  Brj  ri  Bsdcuv  rfjb'  h  riiJ^ioa,  'xdoa, 
l/Msi'g  di  rdTT  s'/x'  dorioig — rig  0   'iffS  og  ov  ;- 
s^iffrs  rrdvng  oig  sX'h  y^Z-^"'?  0;  xal 
Tohruv  xi^orjffd'  aXXaiffiv,  0/  'rrix^oZ  ydpv 
xoiral  xddri'jro  xaray'sXurog,  dXXd  fMoi 
rh  /Jbrt  Xsysiv  ^■jyyvojri,  rrjdi  ydo  r^'sipu 
vZ^iff/Mot,  rour  svroedi  xaohiag  s/x^j. 
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Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more,  ^ 

And  I  come  here  to  strengthen  even  the  strong, 

And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 

With  woman's  weapons  ;  but  I  need  not  urge  you. 

Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  public  vices, 

In  this — I  cannot  call  it  commonwealth, 

Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince,  nor  people, 

But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 

Without  its  virtues,  temperance  and  valour. 

The  lords  of  Laced  semon  were  true  soldiers. 

But  ours  are  Sybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 

Of  whom  I  am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved  ; 

Although  dressed  out  to  head  a  pageant,  as 

The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves  to  form 

A  pastime  for  their  children.      You  are  met 

To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a  state. 

This  mockery  of  a  government,  this  spectre. 

Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blood, — and  then 

We  will  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice, 

Condensing  in  a  fair,  free  commonwealth 

No  rash  equality,  but  equal  rights. 

Proportioned  like  the  columns  to  the  temple, 

Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal, 

And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty, 

So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 

Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 
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aXX'  6/  Xiyoi  ynjd'ivrti  i'lg  rhv  dsga 
jSouTi  ax^avroiz  efji,<pav;gre^6v  y   'iiL   av 
a[iri-)(a,vov  hi^nav  o'cra,  vZv  K  syu 
rrdosi/j,',  O'TWj  xal  xaenpodg,  Kodroc  dtdoui, 
TTsoc  i^ya  Koit  T^hg  rag  yjvar/.-iag  /Ma^rjg 
r^iiTU  Ts^vag,  dXX'  b'jri  bzT [jj  i/,aaj  T^i'juv. 
xal  ra^'  sxaffrou  brj/jbiuv  u,aaoriuv 
£v  TTJd'  if)v  xax'  ov  Kiyci}  '/.oivfj  rroXsi 
o'j3'  ouv  ^affiXibi  y',  o'Jrs  ydo  hrifjjog  'jrdpa 
OUT   af%o$,  dXXd  'xdvra  tuv  ^dXai  ■/M'/.d 
Tuv  l-rapriaruv  ^3'  a/xo/^a  ruv  xaXuv, 
TT^S  r  lyy-oarilag  xdiirT^g,  ooij^r^v  'iyii. 
AaxuvlBog  yd§  oi  'ttot  d^^avrsg  p^Bvag 
doiifaroi  '/-dor   rjSav  o'l  ds  rrjgds  yr,g 
dQsug  r^v<pus,  i];j>iTg  o\  yj,)g  E/Xwrjg  au 
v^^iS/isd''  uv  s/jbo\J  Tig  dv  'ud&oi  rrXsu 
5]  dovXiKUJTSo'^  ovTog  h  ^lar^ixoTg 
ug  T^(aruyojvi(j7oZ  yi  xaXXwrie/Mocsiv, 
OTTor  dd(j^[j,a&  oi  ir^iv  "EXXrjvsg  rsxvoig 
BoxjXoug  eiroirisavTO  vXrjgd'svrag  fi'sdrig  ; 
xcti  /Mr,v  s^ovffuv  w5'  •u'l-soipvug  toXiv 
vZv  ug  xa^aioy^eovng  ug  'iv  rixsTz, 
v-jo-jXov  doyrig  cp^^,«,a,  ^aa/ia  duvoTovv, 
0  tXtiV  <p6'J0ig  olx  hXdXoiT   dv,  lira  h'  au 
aiSjv   dXrjCiiag  rs  xal  dixrjg  v'sov 
xard^ofisv,  'rdvdrifj.ov  Big  xoivmiav 
oil  'jrdvTa  ^ovXaTg  s'^iffovvng  dfpoeiv 
dXX'  Ivbixug  /jbir^ovvreg^  ug  rrgog  tIv  vsuv 
fi6p<pag  'i'/ou<Si  '^v/M/i^sr^ovg  o'l  xiovsg, 
o'uru  S"  dfJiOiQcciateiv  dXXayaTg  o&hog 
yd-liv  Ti  Xa/iQdvovgiv^  ugtz^  toZ  bo/Mu 
idvvi^  e^aedfj  ti,  Tr,'M  o'iyiTai 
rj  ^vfifiiT^og  ToZ  rravrhg  iba^fLoeria, 
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EX  HOKATII  EPISTOLIS. 
B.  I.  10. 

Urbis  amatorem  Fiiscum  salvere  jubemus 
Euris  amatores,  hac  in  re  scilicet  una 
Multuni  dissimiles,  ad  cetera  psene  gemelli, 
Fraternis  animis,  quidquid  negat  alter,  ot  alter ; 
Annuimus  pariter  vetuli  notique  columbi. 
Tn  nidum  servas,  ego  laudo  ruris  amoeni 
Kivos,  et  musco  circuralita  saxa.  nemusque. 
Quid  quseris  ?  vivo  ct  regno,  siniul  ista  reliqiii, 
Quse  vos  ad  ccelum  effertis  rumore  secundo, 
Utque  sacerdotis  fugitivus  liba,  recuso  : 
Pane  egeo,  jam  niellitis  potiore  placentis. 
Vivere  natures  si  convenienter  oportet, 
Ponendseque  donio  quserenda  est  area  primuni, 
Novistine  locum  potiorem  riu*e  beato? 
Est  ubi  plus  tepeant  hyemes  ?  ubi  gratior  aura 
Leniat  et  rabiem  Canis,  ct  momenta  Leonis, 
Quum  semel  accepit  solem  furibundus  acutum  { 
Est  ubi  depellat  somnos  minus  invida  cura  { 
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EX  HORATII  EPISTOLIS. 
B.  I.  10. 

Xaisiiv  ;msv  affrioo;  rov  tpiXouvr'  ayooji  fi/.oi 
^ovffy.ov  xO.i-jo)'  T'jjds  youv  rrXiTffTov  /xo'vw 
£iai>rloi,  roc  6'  a'/.}.a  rrd'^ra  duCuyoi 
o'jTig  y'  a,Ar,i)sTg,  rajr   avaivo/Msffda,  n 
xai  vevo/Msv  dri  6\jiJ,Zioi  crgs/oresa/. 
aXX'  o-ov  (fu  fjt,h  Grig  avr'iyji  vioSSiag, 
syu  ds  d'svBpuv  luffyJuv  }.idctjv  r   s^Zi 
ASiyry^vi  yXuouv  y.aJ  '/.d'/.o-j  hi^e'jjv  -^o^pfiv. 
71  h'})  ;    ryean/o'j  ■/.u.sra  raZr^  i'jd\jg  '/.i~'jiv 
OL^yja  /3/ou  rr^6dv,u^oc,  a  ev  rro'fXoTg  dti 
a'/^sig  Xoyoig,  eyu  6s,  yug  /Magriyiag 
3ujicro7.ou  ra  rrorrava,  rrag  //^vedrro/Mar 
UBrov  rrXay.o-jvTuv  f/,dXXov  r,oi(Sruv  yarZi. 
u'a.'k    si  iSio^jvai  ^'ofMfXiSTBug  Si  du  (f>{j(Sii, 
yuaig  y.a/.ui';  yiai}iv-a  y.ai  do/xuj  v'suj. 
Tig  EOT'  dijj'ifjuv  (I'/.Ziag  yuoag  roTog  ; 
ffoD  6'  Tj/jbicoT  yii/Mijvag  rimur'sfcc 
a'joa,  y.'jvog  n  bnvd  rrsaCvsi  ^iojj 
AiovTd  r   aliya7g  r,}Jov  /M/Mi^vora 
^iPfiaTai  ;    tou  6s  yJr,o\jv  sy.ZdXy.ovo'  ii-Trvov 
riOffov  fis^ifLvai  ;    /j,r,  '/.iZuSTiy.m  Xidw 
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Dcterius  Libycis  olet  aut  nitet  herba  lapillis  ? 
Piirior  in  vicis  aqua  tendit  rumpcre  plumbum, 
Quam  quae  per  pronum  trepidat  cum  murmure  rivum  ? 
Nempe  inter  varias  nutritur  silra  coluranas, 
Laudaturque  domus,  longos  quae  prospicit  agros. 
Naturam  expelles  furca,  tamen  usque  recurret, 
Et  mala  perrumpet  furtim  fastidia  victrix. 
Non,  qui  Sidonio  contendere  callidus  ostro 
Nescit  Aquinatem  potantia  vellera  fucum, 
Certius  accipiet  damnum,  propiusve  medullis, 
Quam  qui  non  poterit  vero  distinguere  falsum. 
Quera  res  plus  nimio  delectavere  secundse, 
Mutatse  quatient :  si  quid  mirabere,  pones 
Invitus  :  fuge  magna  :  licet  sub  paupere  tecto 
Reges  et  regum  vita  praecurrere  amicos. 
Cervus  equum  pugna  melior  communibus  herbis 
Pellebat,  donee  minor  in  certamine  longo 
Imploravit  opes  hominis,  frenumque  recepit : 
Sed  postquam  victor  violens  discessit  ab  boste, 
Non  equitera  dorso,  non  frenum  depulit  ore. 
Sic  qui,  paupcriem  Veritas,  potiore  metallis 
Libertate  caret,  dominum  veliet  improbus,  atque 
Serviet  seternum,  quia  parvo  nesciet  uti. 
Cui  non  conveniet  sua  res,  ut  calccus  oliin, 
Si  pede  major  erit,  subvertet;  si  minor,  uret. 
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«^s/  rl  vug  xdxiov  r,  Xuf/jmi  y^.ori  \ 
Ti  run  KaKovvTuv  va/^druv  uyeoT;  s'w 
fi6y.\jQdog  oiv  'rrltXii  yi  xaXK/oui  i'/jt 

uXtjv  haGuav  kiovjjv,  o'lxovg  '^'  a,aa 

dviffrdvai  tpiXsTTV    xal  yag,  rjv  j3iif, 
(p{jgiv  ':rac'U)f{r}ad\  'i'lrraXiv  r^iQ^g  uts^ 
rj^si,  XaO^aJug  b    rz-CaXsT  vr/.uG^  aaag. 
^rxQirig  hi  TvPiag  ocrig  ovk   s'Tiararai 
'  A'/.ouvlav  yi  oia^si^oueav,  ourog  ou 
'rXiTov  ■/.•jo7,(tii  ^r,/Miac  rnZ  firi  sJdorog 
rh  -^iuhkc  ug  ameTi  rdXr^doZg  dii. 
^£li  d'  auTS  }Jav  r^^ia  ivdai/Muv  ToV/ioc, 
UTuv  dvirX  roijTOV'    ol  ruv  rrpoffd'  sxwv 
d<pri<Sirai  rig  ^av/xdruv    dol  h    ouv  Xiyu, 
(I'idig  TO  }jav,  ui  ydo  ssr'  oizog  'rrsv/jg, 
y^eriodai  rvsdvvjiv  oXQiuTi^cc  7\jyj/\ 
i^seri,  y^v  ri/x^jffiv.      dXX'  'i-rr'rbv  rrd'/ai 
acr^Xaff'  axjrhv  'iXa(pog  sx  xoivov  rr'sdov, 
sag  '^rio  c/.rroBog  v^jasoDc  riffffr,g  v'rrn, 
i'i^ag  yaXivoTc  iS'/jjv  uvdooj'rov  -zd^a 
jSorjdhv  uvTsd'si^ar-  dXX'  rjori  VM'Krcj 
vtxrjv  '/.^arriGag  ovb'  d':TiZa7.i  Oiff-Trorriv 
o\jd'  riviag  dituikiS'  uduyrug  oo/xoc 
T£i/»j^'  6  diiduv,  ovx  eXi-jdi^ov  y'  en 
p^guCoD  T    a/j>!ivov  rra'^rhg  o-^STai  fdog, 
Tgrjrroig  h\    hnxj^.o-j  di(r~ijrr,v  dii  rdy.a; 
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Lsetus  sorte  tua  vives  sapienter,  Aristi : 
Nee  me  dimittes  incastigatum,  ubi  plura 
Cogere  quam  satis  est,  ac  non  cessare  videbor. 
Imperat,  baud  servit,  collecta  pecunia  cuique, 
Tortum  digna  sequi  potius  quam  ducere  funem. 
Hsec  tibi  dictabam  post  fanum  putre  Vacuuse, 
Excepto,  quod  non  simul  esses,  cetera  lajtus. 
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(fau  ^asraan  7,  ^  a,u,iK»hg  oox  agxs/'/S/oj. 
xaiToi  ra.  y^orj[j,rtr   "ffl)i  rhv  xixrr)iJ.!vov, 
OTug  rrsdiXov,  95  Todbg  /isTC^ov  afaXoZv 

J5   [J^iToV   S,U,TUPiV(JOV     d/.X',    U    (flATUTl, 

(fo<pus  fSiuiOii  Tov  yi  gov  ffrs^yuv  jSior 
ffi  6'  au  KoXd(^-iv  xafMs  ds/",  'rXsTov  rv^rjg 
fio^OoiJvr'  dcraitfrw  rrjg  zaSriXovsrig  rrovui. 
rrdvTuv  yd^  "f/^w  '^XbZrog,  ou  douXog  y'  ifiu, 
(khy^  o'log  'iXxnv  ffyoivov,  sXxiadui  d'  o,awj. 
ra-jT    ov\'  uaxouvrjg  syyvg  a^yaiov  vscu 
ygdipu,  yiyridujg  'xdvra  (fnv  b'  drrogrigilg. 
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BYRON'S  SARDANAPALUS. 

A<;t  v.  Scexk  1. 

Sard. — She's  firm.     My  fathers  !  whom  I  will  rejoin, 
It  may  be,  purified  by  death  from  some 
Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 
I  would  not  leave  your  ancient,  first  abode 
To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen ; 
If  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 
As  ye  bequeathed  it,  this  bright  part  of  it. 
Your  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relics 
Of  arms  and  records,  monuments  and  spoils, 
In  which  thei/  would  have  revelled,  I  bear  with  me 
To  you  in  that  absorbing  element, 
Which  most  personifies  the  soul,  as  leaving 
The  least  of  matter  unconsumcd  before 
Its  fiery  workings  : — and  the  light  of  this 
Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  shall  be, 
Not  a  mere  pillar  formed  of  cloud  and  flame, 
A  beacon  in  the  horizon  for  a  day, 
And  then  a  mound  of  ashes,  but  a  light 
To  lesson  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 
Voluptuous  princes.      Time  shall  quench  full  many 
A  people's  records  and  a  hero's  acts  ; 
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BYRON'S  SARDANAPALUS. 

Translated  into  Greek  Iambics. 

"Hd'  SiU.'Zidog  xagr   sffriv.      Oug  6"  ri^u  'zd^a, 
w  Sso/  Tarou/o/,  ^avaei/iuv  nXuv  uto 
xa'/.ojv  ~i  TodBs  dfjjijjarog  ij^ias'/jdrMV 
't'S'jjg  y.a9aai)-ic,  o'J~or'  av  do'xovg  h/u 
ovg  TBoshv  vjMiTg  i^'/jr ,  szdolriV  sxwi' 
BodXuv  iJjOkZvai  rrih^  dpiCTuruv  STaiSii. 
ii  b'  oui/j  6-:toTov  -/.rrjiJba  rrsurov  rjXds  /mi, 
Sjjffausoy  oixiav  n  -/.ai  rov  ':toiv  xXBOvg 
H,r/;n,rt'J  rra.Xaid'J  ^ii/  •A.ru.ji  ffy.uACfJv  ^)ia 
oT/.o/ff/  ?i    a  ^cpoouTi  yivva'iujg,  if'  oig 
ohroi  y    r/.aXXjvavr   av  oyx.rjoai'g  f^itsi^ — 
ii  iJjYi  Tab'  s^iffsjtfa  Xd'Jjrtg    u/!Jbuv  %«»/!/, 
ofiug  rrohg  u/xag  rra/Mfdyov  ^-jv  TbTeo    dooj 
aoSooiOiv  ilg  rrvp'    toxito  yag  'TrXiTsrov  fitcf 
vr/.uv  tp/.oyuT'jj  fdaord,  rr,v  -^-oynrig  <p\jCiv 
ffafsdrar    sKdilzwdi,  r^ffos  d'  j/CtoXoi' 
(psyyog  Tugaj,  (r,g  rig  tot'  s'M'TPi'TreSrs^a 
viOovri  iSaciXsT])  (pXo^iv  ov  xix,X^ffsrai 
■/.a'TvSj  Ti  -/.ioiv  ^-j/jj/jjiy^g,  offTig  T^offw 
ug  rf'j^ehg  7}/Mi»dv  fih  ai6s^og  bid, 
<pXi^ii  (S^a^iTav  lira  3'  ilga;!  errobog. 
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Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empires,  into  nothing  ;  but  even  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine  and  hold  it  up 
A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise — but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 
Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 
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oil  drJTCf  XiiVo  y'  sv  ^ovoig  aluvioig 

TOi/s  /uv  rvsuvvo'jg  BvexXsii  Zu\irag  7^\j^ri 

y.a.1  [MYtV  rrooZaivitiv  rradav  av  /Mvr]/Mr,v  Xsw 
avbooiv  r'  'irraivov  suy.Xioov  yj><j\iti  aZiffai, 
iig  r'  o'jd's]/,  ofa,  rrivhi  ttjv  T^wr?jv  ravuv, 
^SX*^^  ^'^'  "?/^"'^  (Saffi'kixag  /j,l~siev  civ, 
S/Mug  5'  adiy.rov  xai  tot'  h.^j-xuv  Todi 
roXfiiifia  ToTg  sTS/ra  rou/Ain  s^faviT, 
0  y'  ev  <p6Zoig  s^ovei  ToX/Arjaovdi  b'  ob. 
Idug  bs  ijbivTccv  sigadoTjgavTig  ra  rr^iv 
ToioZd   d/Luvaivr'  airiag  reXovg  ao<poi. 
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MACAULAY'S  HISTOEY  OF  ENGLAND. 
Vol.  I.  p.  17. 

"  The  sources  of  the  nobkst  rivers  which  spread  fertility 
over  continents,  and  bear  richly-laden  fleets  to  the  sea,  are  to 
be  sought  in  >vild  and  barren  mountain-tracts,  incorrectly 
laid  down  in  maps,  and  rarely  explored  by  travellers.  To 
such  a  tract  the  history  of  our  country  during  the  thirteenth 
century  may  not  inaptly  be  compared.  Sterile  and  obscure 
as  is  that  portion  of  our  annals,  it  is  there  that  we  must 
seek  for  the  origin  of  our  freedom,  our  prosperity,  and  our 
glory.  Then  it  was  that  the  great  English  people  was 
formed,  that  the  national  character  began  to  exhibit  those 
peculiarities  which  it  has  ever  since  retained,  and  that  our 
fathers  became  emphatically  islanders, — islanders  not  merely 
in  geographical  position,  but  in  their  politics,  their  feelings, 
and  their  manners.  Then  first  appeared  with  distinctness 
that  constitution,  which  has  ever  since,  through  all  changes, 
preserved  its  identity :  that  constitution,  of  which  all  the 
other  free  constitutions  in  the  world  are  copies,  and  wliich, 
in  spite  of  some  defects,  deserves  to  be  regarded  as  the  best 
under  which  any  great  society  has  ever  yet  existed  during 
many  ages.     Then  it  was  that  the  House  of  Commons,  the 


93 


MACAULAY'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 

Translated  into  Guekk  Prose. 

TiDi/  y.a7'f.icr(tiv  rroraiLuv,  ruiv  eO^osouj  /msv  -rroiouvruv  ri'TTiifoui, 
vaZg  3s  rrXo\j(siug  ysiJ,o\j(Scig  sig  SaXaffffan  dyovrojv,  (^r,7r,r':ai  uaiv  a'l 
rrnyai  sv  oonyaTg  yjMsaig,  avri/j^-'fotg  rs  o'jCaig  xr//  Srehaig,  fig  dg  bv 
xaTay^a(paTg  yj/ioag  o\jy.  dxoiCug  hiupeiMvag  erravii/ig  sTupoirucfiv  o'l 
Tag  odoi'TOBiag  'roiou/j^ivoi.  Tf  70ia\jr7\  yj^^O'  i]  ' Ayy7^iy.r\  t;oyyoa- 
<p^,  ovy.  dv  drrsr/.oTug  d'^iiy.d'CoiTO  /j  y,ard  Tr,v  rPiTTtV  xai  diy.drTjv 
ixaTOvrairripda' — sv  Jxs/i/w  yds  y^ovov  /mopioj  s^Ti/J^uj  tsp  ovri  y.ai 
dfiafsii'  s^sraffTsov  serlv  o'Xodiv  irri  rodovOB  y,v^7jdi^>Mv  sXnj6sPiag  xal 
svrsayi'ag  y.ai  do^rig.  Tors  ydo  to  (I'-ya  idvog  sffyri/zaTi'^sro  Th 
\\yy7jy.6v,  y.ai  rd  roZ  stJi'ouj  r,dr^  ibid'l^oveav  yj^ysTo  sysiv  <p{jtsiv,  iti 
xai  vuv  urrdsyovdav,  y.ai  0/  Tarlosg  Vi/muv  sysvovTO  oig  dXrjdug  ov  //,01/ov 
/cara  Ssff/v  vTiffiuTui,  a?.Xa  y.ai  xam  rroXiTilav  ts  xai  TPorroug  xai  s^tj. 
Tots  xai  ffa^^  Tr,v  xaTadTaGiv  jXa/x^avs  ra  xo/va,  ri  drrh  to-jtoj 
rroXy.uv  tmv  ix':TaZo}.U)v  ohsuv  dsi  r]  auTTi  6/a/x£/j!,sv7ixs*  xai  TavTrig  Tr,g 
rroXiTiiag  a'l  fi-v  tuv  dXXojv  sXsvdsouv  yusuiv  fn/i^gng  sisiv,  avTrj  di, 
y.ai':Ti9  iXXiiTousd  ti,  oo'^ai/  sysiv  d^la  sstiv  ug  rravri  f/^zyaXw  o^'-^w 
oia  t'c  iSTiv  d^KSTa  ^u/x^jgs/v  lig  ysoviav  /SsCa/oTjjra.  Tots  ri>S)Tov 
^vvT^Xdsv  rj    ToZ    r:'/.ri&oug    /3ouX^,   xarf'   0    rra^dbsiy/La    xaTS(STr,aav   a'l 
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archetype  of  all  the  representative  assemblies  which  now 
meet,  either  in  the  old  or  in  the  new  world,  held  its  first 
sittings.  Then  it  was  that  the  common  law  rose  to  the 
dignity  of  a  science,  and  rajsidly  became  a  not  unworthy  rival 
of  the  imperial  jurisprudence.  Then  it  was  that  the  courage 
of  those  sailors,  who  manned  the  rude  barks  of  the  Cinque 
Ports,  first  made  the  flag  of  England  terrible  on  the  seas. 
Then  it  was  that  the  most  ancient  colleges  which  still  exist 
at  both  the  great  national  seats  of  learning  were  founded. 
Then  was  formed  that  language,  less  musical  indeed  than 
the  languages  of  the  south,  but  in  force,  in  richness,  in 
aptitude  for  all  the  highest  purposes  of  the  poet,  the  philo- 
sopher, and  the  orator,  inferior  to  that  of  Greece  alone. 
Then,  too,  appeared  the  first  faint  dawn  of  that  noble  litera- 
ture, the  most  splendid  and  the  most  durable  of  the  many 
glories  of  England." 
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i/TJp  ToZ  -rX^^ouf  T^dffftovaai  sxxXjjff/'a/  a'l  n  sv  rfj  TaXai'cc  r,rrsi^tf)  xal 
sv  rfj  via.  ToVs  ri  ruv  xotvuv  vo/xwv  Sjff;;  iig  d^iusiv  ^«^>),  sv  fSea'^iT 
d^  ouffa  oux  dva^iu;  dvTt'rraXo;  rfj  ruv  ^adiXixuv.  Tors  o'l  rd,  (paZXa, 
exd^rj  TXri^tJjffavrig  ruv  'zsvrs  Xi/Ji>svuv  vavrai  dvd^sToi  yevo/Msvoi  dsivlv 
s'zolr,(fav  Irri  rfj  '^aXdertri  rh  rr,g  'Ay/Xlag  rTaBdffr,fji,ov.  ToVj  iKTiffOri 
[MO-jGiTa  rd  rraXaioTara  rcuv  sv  raT^  b-jo  xoivr^g  rraibsiai  rroXieiv  'in 
ovroiv.  Ton  xat's/or^jxs/  ri  v\jv  yKueea,  7i  rr,g  ruiv  tsoj  vorov  yjaoZiv 
^ffffov  hrt  (j.i'kiy.ri  sgtiv,  a>.>.a  3uva,'X£/  ri  y.ai  'f.oyMV  rorroiia  -/.ai  ri) 
ihai  s-nTr,dilav  ug  craTag  rdz  yiuag  rroiTirMv  zat  (pr/.oeoft^v  y.ai 
^Tiropuv  h6rssi'(^ii  rr,g  'E/./.T/I'//'.^;  /movov.  Tors  rr^urov  d/J-aviug  (h-v 
s'Tsxdvri  ds  jj  Irriernjjog  yoaiiiidr'jiv  rd^i;,  rj  cr&X/.cDv  ouduiv  rZiv  r^c 
' hy/Ktag  ri'iojv  '/.aiirrc^ordrri  bri  'j'-rd^yji  y.at  fj,ovi/Ji,(t,rdr7]. 
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BYRON'S  MANFRED. 


Act  III.  Scene  2. 


Glorious  orb  !  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  Avhich  did  draw  down 
The  errring  spirits,  who  can  ne'er  return. — 
Most  glorious  orb,  that  wert  a  worship,  'ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  revealed  ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladdened  on  their  mountain  tops  the  hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  poured 
Themselves  in  orisons  !  Thou  material  God, 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown — 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow  !     Thou  chief  star  ! 
Centre  of  many  stars  !   which  mak'st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  tempercst  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays  ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons  !  Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !   For  near  or  far. 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
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BYRON'S  MANFRED. 

Trakslaied  into  Gkeek  Iambics. 

^11  Tuv  sv  ob^a\ioi(Stv  dcri^uv  toXu 
xaXkiars,  %a'^\  ov,  riviyC  riv  via,  <pveig, 
'^ilatei  Ti/MaT;  avoaov  dvi)oui~uv  yivog 
ffs'Cok  y'syridiV   o'i  dh  tuv  biuv  ^loZ 
■/ioivfi  ywar/jLv  r'  ix  -KaXm  ce^i/xotsc, 
a/  dicapi^oucri  xaXXovrj  '::i':rXriy,'.iBvoug 
oZrujg  sx7]Xovv,  wffre  fjuyj-or''  ifi'raXiv 
i^^i/  diOJsTv  o-j^avov  (pfo;  oXQiov, 
yiyavrsg  rjsav  ruiv  roV  dX-/,i/j,u)Taroi 
asQac  61)  bij  xariXaSsg  avdourruv  -rrdpa 
oljircij  ri  rr}V  arjv  iidoruv  doyj^v  oJsf 
li-iyd'ka'o  h\  Touirog  rjgd'  'j-rrrjoirrig  ^toZ, 
TO  yjdofjja  KaXdaioisi  -oiiMiSiv  (Badh, 
axouv,  c'zQoudi  a  i^  o^uiv,  sg  xapbiati 
yicav,  ig  vjydg  ucr^  dvayxdsai  y's  viv. 
u)  Ssoj  ooarhg'   u  /jbbMog  IS^oroTffi  Sou; 
ro\J  'y'/UTog  i'r/.asijJ ,  og  a/.iav  olutoZ  crors 
GTjv  izriff  dy.'Tv'  oj  ^uvasnuMv  /Miya 
fuiruv  d'rd\irujv  ■/.at  xiixXw  eaurov  csg/ 
coXXoy?  'OJfrauv  affrsga;,  jSoXa/iX/  ffa/g 
o;  Ti^gdi  rrig  y^g  rrdvTa  Taya(P  'ixrtaag, 
offou;  6'  eVs/fisf,  ■::dirag  r,/,7.a:^ag  y^odv 
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Even  as  our  outward  aspects  : — thou  dost  rise 
And  shine  and  set  in  glory.     Fare  thee  well ! 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.     As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look  :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.     He  is  gone : 
I  follow. 
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poimi  3'  ofioiuig.      Kal  ov  riLv  uouv  •Trarjje, 
^dovuv  Ti  rraauiv  tuiv  t-'  ivoixo-jvruv  civa^ 
xaXsi"  XPdriffTog'  ay^i  ffoZ  yag  ^  fiaxgav, 
oTov  ro  y    'i^co  sufia,  r^v  tffu  (pbaiv 
X^^riZoiMiaQ"  h.aarog.      'D.g  Xa/xcrgai/  ciyuv 
a'lyXriv  am-^nc  xai  xad'  rifii^av  deofiov 
^S^X^'S  "TsKsTg  7-'*    u  xa7ii  [moi  toci/jv  g\  yd^ 
oiix  o->^o/iai  'xor  autJ/5,  ug  bi  aoZ  "nxa, 
i§ug  fis  T^wrov  ^au,a,d  ^'  ij^-Traffiv  (p^'svag, 
ouT'j}  ^Xiru  (Si  Xoicdion  y'-  ou6'  sOTn  Jj 
^I'ov  Ti  irXiTov  •/^uiri  ^i^/xalvn  (phciv 
xsxrrifiivcfj  crgog  oXid^ov,  dxrTvdg  iror  av 
rd:  cdg  lifairig'  dXXd  ydo  bibux'-  imoi. 
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TO 

SIR    WILLIAM   HAMILTON,    HART. 

PROFESSOR  OF  METAPHYSICS  IN  THE  UNIVERSITY 
OF  EDINBURGH,  ic 


My  Dear  Sir  William, 

I  UAD  hoped  ere  now  to  have  inscribed  the 
expression  of  my  respect  and  esteem  for  you  upon  the  page  of  a 
larger  volume ;  but,  as  circumstances  with  which  you  are  acquainted 
have  caused  me  to  postpone  the  publication  of  that  work,  I  feel 
anxious  to  guard  against  other  disappointments  by  offering  you  at 
once  even  this  unassuming  "brochure"  of  Translations,  as  a  testi- 
mony no  less  of  my  warm  gratitude  for  the  friendship  with  which 
you  have  honoured  me,  than  of  my  profound  admiration  for  one, 
upon  whose  brow  rests  the  double  wreath  awarded  by  the  con- 
senting voice  of  Britain,  France,  and  Germany,  attesting  triumphs 
won  alike  in  the  field  of  Metaphysical  Philosophy,  and  in  that  of 
Classic  Erudition. 

I  am, 

Dear  Sir  William, 

Very  truly  and  respectfully  yours, 

E.  R.  Humphreys, 


LYRA  LATINA 


TRANSLATIONS  INTO  LATIN  VERSE. 


DISENCHANTMENT. 

BY  DELTA. 
(Blackwood's  magazine — nov,  1849.) 

Although  fi'oni  Adam  stained  with  crime, 

A  halo  gu'ds  the  path  of  time, 

As  'twere  things  himible  with  siibHme, 

Divine  with  mortal  blending, 
And  that  which  is  with  that  which  seems, - 
Till  blazoned  o'er  were  Jacob's  dreams 
With  Heaven's  angelic  hosts,  in  streams 

Descending  and  ascending. 

Ask  of  the  clouds,  why  Eden's  dyes 
Have  vanished  fi'om  the  sunset  skies? 
Ask  of  the  winds,  why  harmonies 

Now  breathe  not  in  their  voices  ? 
Ask  of  the  Spring,  why  from  the  bloom 
Of  lihes  comes  a  less  perfume  ? 
And  why  the  hnnet  'mid  the  broom 

Less  lustily  rejoices  ? 

Silent  are  now  the  sylvan  tents ; 

The  elves  to  airy  elements 

Resolved  are  gone :  grim  castled  rents 

No  more  show  demons  gazing 
With  evil  eyes  on  wandering  men ; 
And,  where  the  dragon  had  his  den 
Of  fire  within  the  haunted  glen, 

NoAv  herds  imhaimed  are  grazing. 
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DISENCHANTMENT. 

TRANSLATED  INTO  THE  METUE  Ol'  HOUACE's  ODE  I.  G. 

"  Dajunosa  quid  non  imminuit  dies  ?" 

Ex  quo  primus  Adam  se  sceleri  dedit, 
jEtas  mgrediens  quseque  per  aui-eos 
Splendores  superis  temperat  infera, 

Terrenumque  sacro  decus, 
Et  vera  dubiam  mentis  imaginem  : 
Dum  tandem  aitheria,  coelicolEe  domo 
Labentes  gradibus  somnia  lucidis 

Jacobi  innumeri  beant. 

Cm*  nunc  non  eadem  gloria,  quae,  nova 
Jam  tellui'e,  dies  occiduos  tidit  ? 
Cui'  non  didcisona  voce  per  aethera 

(xratos  aura  ciet  modos? 
Cur  et  suave  minus,  Ver,  tua  lilia 
Delectant  animuni  ?  Cur  minus  acria 
Rusci  flore  super  vema  avis  aureo 

Cantus  gaudia  suscitat  ? 

Divorum  exiguum  nunc  abiit  genus, 
Cordi  queis  fuerant  frondiferi  lares, 
Aurae  par  tenui :  non  oculis  feris 

Euptas  per  veterum  arcium 
Rimas  Tartarei  jam  lemures  vagum 
Ten'ent ;  perque  nigros  anguis  et  horridos 
Saltus  ignivomi  gramina  nunc  virent ; 

En'antque  intrepidi  greges. 


8 


No  more,  as  horror  stirs  the  trees, 
The  path-belated  peasant  sees 
Witches,  a  clown  the  sleety  breeze, 

To  Lapland  flats  careering ; 
As  on  through  storms  the  sea-kings  sweep, 
No  more  the  kraken  huge,  asleep. 
Looms  like  an  island  'mid  the  deep. 

Rising  and  disappearmg. 

No  more,  reclined  by  Cona's  streams. 
Before  the  seer,  in  waldng  dreams. 
The  dim  funereal  pageant  gleams, 

Futmity  foreshowing ; 
No  more,  released  from  churchyard  trance, 
Athwart  blue  midnight  spectres  glance, 
Or  mingle  in  the  bridal  dance, 

To  vanish  ere  cock-crowing. 

Alas  !  that  Fancy's  fomit  should  cease  !  — 
In  rose-hues  limned,  the  myths  of  Greece 
Have  waned  to  dreams — the  Colchian  fleece. 

And  labours  of  Alcides : — 
Nay,  Homer,  even  thy  mighty  line — 
Thy  li\dng  tale  of  Troy  di\dne — 
The  sceptic  scholiast  doubts  if  tliine. 

Or  Priam,  or  Pelides  ! 

As  silence  listens  to  the  lark, 
And  orient  beams  disperse  the  dark. 
How  sweet  to  roam  abroad,  and  mark 
Their  gold  the  fields  adorning : 


Noll  jam  Lapponiciim  rusticus  ad  golii, 
Quassa^s  (hiin  glacieiii  nimbus  in  arbores 
Uj'get,  rite  vclii  doviiis  asjjicit 

Sagarum  socias  manus. 
Non  jam  Craconia  in  gurgitc  bellua 
Arctoo  recubans  icquoreis  metum 
Immittit  ducibus,  nunc  nimio  arduus 

Collo,  nunc  sub  aquas  mens. 

Nee  Conas  ad  aquas  dum  vigil  excubat 
Vates,  ante  oculos  somnia  prodeunt 
Fumpa»  funerea?,  nuntia  biguljii 

Ventura3  augiuio  uecis. 
Nee  ruptis  tumuli  compedibus  volant 
Noctis  per  medium  spectra  silentimii, 
Aut  festaj  sociant  se  cliorea?,  vigil 

Dum  gallus  revocet  diem. 

Heu !  cessant  fluere  !  lieu !  mella  poetica 
Graiorum  et  roseis  tincta  leporibus 
Nou  distant  levibus  dulcia  somniis 

Commenta.     Herculeos  toros 
Yellusque  iEulium  judicium  abnegat 
Austerum  critici :  te  quoque  respuit, 
Magne  0  Ma:onida!  quosque  canis  viros, 

Et  regnum  Priami  vetus. 

Plena  iit  captat  avis  voce  sUentium, 
Eoum  et  tenebras  extenuans  jubar 
lllustrat  radiis  puniceis  agros, 

Suave  est  ire  vago  pede. 
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But,  when  we  think  of  where  are  they, 
Whose  bosoms  like  our  own  were  gay 
While  April  gladdened  life's  young  day, 
Joy  takes  the  garb  of  mourning. 

Warm-gushing  through  the  heart  come  back 
The  thoughts  that  brightened  boyhood's  track 
And  hopes,  as  't  were  from  midnight  black, 

All  star-like  re-awaken ; 
Until  we  feel  how,  one  by  one, 
The  faces  of  the  loved  are  gone. 
And  grieve  for  those  left  here  alone. 

Not  those  who  have  been  taken. 

The  past  retmiis  in  all  we  see, 

The  billowy  cloud  and  branching  tree  ; 

In  all  we  hear — ^the  bird  and  bee 

Remind  of  pleasures  cherish'd : 
When  all  is  lost  it  loved  the  best. 
Oh !  pity  on  that  vacant  breast. 
Which  would  not  rather  be  at  rest. 

Than  pine  amid  the  perish'd ! 

A  balmy  eve  !  The  round,  white  moon 

Emparadises  midmost  June, 

Tune  trills  the  nightingale  on  tune  : — 

What  magic,  when  a  lover. 
To  him,  who  now,  gray-haired  and  lone. 
Bends  o'er  the  sad  sepulchral  stone 
Of  her,  whose  heart  was  once  his  own  : 

Ah  !  bright  dream,  briefly  over  ! 
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At  mens  prsetcritos  qiiiim  revocans  dies, 
Vitai  donee  crat  vermis  honor,  ciet 
Festivie  soeios  ketitiie,  dolor 


Pellit  gaudiii  lugubris 


Alma  qnaj  teneram  luce  puertiani 
Foverunt,  animo  sese  iterum  internnt ; 
Ut  stella3  e  teuebris  t\3tlieriis  micant, 

Sic  spes  regi'editur  prior : 
Dum  caros  aliiim  post  aHiim  truci 
Raptos  pereipimus  fimere  ;  protinus 
Non  tantum  enieritos  plangimus,  at  magis 

Quos  vita  a  sociis  tenet. 

Quodcunqne  aspicitiir,  pr£eteritum  refert, 
Sen  nubes  gravidaj,  sen  patiilte  arbores : 
Immo,  omnes  sonitus  aiit  avium  aut  apum 

Reddunt  gaudia  pristina. 
Quis  tristem  miseri  non  doleat  vicem, 
Qui,  quum  mors  adimit  quicquid  amabile  est, 
Mortis  non  requiem  valdius  expetat, 

Quam  moerore  premi  pigro? 

Quum  noctem  lepidis  deliciis  lavat 
iEstivam  orbe  nitens  Cynthia  eandido, 
Et  cantus  querulos  luscmia^  ciet, 

Tunc  se  quam  valida  libens 
Vinctum  sensit  amans  compede  !  Nimc  senex 
Solusque  et  tremulus  tempore,  considet 
Dilectae  ad  tumidum  virginis,  irrita 

Cordis  somnia  conquerens ! 


12 


See,  how  from  port  the  vessel  ghdes, 
With  streamered  masts,  o'er  halcyon  tides  ; 
Its  laggard  course  the  sea-boy  chides, 

All  loath  that  calms  should  bind  him ; 
But  distance  only  chains  him  more, 
With  love-links,  to  his  native  shore, 
And  sleep's  best  dream  is  to  restore 

The  home  he  left  behind  him. 

To  sanguine  youth's  enraptured  eye, 
Heaven  has  its  reflex  m  the  sky; 
The  -vvrnds  themselves  have  melody. 

Like  harp  some  seraph  sweepeth  ; 
A  silver  decks  the  hawthorn  bloom, 
A  legend  shrines  the  mossy  tomb. 
And  spirits  throng  the  starry  gloom, 

Her  reign  Avhen  Midnight  keepeth. 

Silence  o'erhangs  the  Delphic  cave;  — 
Where  strove  the  bravest  of  the  brave, 
Nought  met  the  wandering  Byron,  save 

A  lone,  deserted  barrow  : 
And  Fancy's  ms  waned  away. 
When  Wordsworth  ventured  to  sm^vey, 
Beneath  the  light  of  common  day. 

The  dowie  dens  of  Yarrow. 

Little  we  dream,  while  life  is  new, 
And  Natm'e  fresh  and  fair  to  view. 
When  throbs  the  heart  to  pleasm'e  true, 
As  if  for  nought  it  ^vanted,  — 
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Tnmquillas  per  aquas  ftilgida  tajniis 
E  pdi'tu  vc'liitiir  navis;  at  iucivpat 
Veuti  naiita  nu)nis  iiupatieiis  pigri, 

Et  veliuii  haud  tumidum  satis : 
Verum,  quo  rapitur  longius,  acrior 
Terra?  crescit  amor:  Jam  patrios  agi'os 
Et  vidisse  juvat  tecta  humilis  casiE 

lu  somnis  bene  reddita. 

Mente  ardens  calida  semper  amat  puer 
Coelestes  monitus  fingere  in  athere ; 
Venti  nam  referunt  dulce  lyraj  melos 

Tacta3  coelicolum  clioris : 
Maii  flos  hilans  candidus  enitet 
Argento  ;  tumulos  tabula  consecrat ; 
Et  noctis  tenebras  sidere^e  frequens 

Transit  coelicolum  coliors. 

Nunc  et  tui*pe  tacent  omnia  Delphica ; 
Qua  pubes  cecidit  pro  patria  ferox, 
Byroni  cumulus  pulvereus  vago 

Dixit  reliquias  sacras : 
Alter  Jarrovi^  concava  quasiit 
Vates  cum  studio  vallis  :  at,  inclytas 
Doctis  quas  cecinit  Musa  prior  modis, 

Fugenmt  veneres  cito. 

Dum  jam  vita  recens  floret,  et  insciis 
Arrident  pueris  omnia :  dum  sua 
Mens  audax  ope  nos  indociles  rapit 
In  vitse  illecebras  breves : 
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That,  year  by  year,  and  ray  by  ray, 
Romance's  sun-light  dies  away, 
And,  long  before  the  hah'  is  gray. 
The  heart  is  disenchanted ! 


"THE   THREE   CALLERS," 

By  CHARLES  SWAIN. 

Morn  caUeth  fondly  to  a  fan*  boy  straying 
'Mid  golden  meadows,  rich  with  clover-dew ; 

She  calls,  but  he  still  thinks  of  nought  save  playmg, 
And  so  she  smiles  and  waves  liim  an  adieu ! 

Whilst  he,  still  merry  with  his  flowery  store, 

Deems  not  that  Morn,  sweet  ]\Iorn,  returns  no  more ! 

Noon  cometh :  but  the  boy,  to  manhood  grown, 
Heeds  not  the  time  — he  sees  but  one  sweet  form. 

One  fair,  young  face  from  bower  of  jasmine  glowing, 
And  aU  his  loving  heart  with  bliss  is  warm ! 

So  Noon  unnoticed  seeks  the  western  shore. 

And  man  forgets  that  Noon  returns  no  more ! 

Night  tappeth  gently  at  a  casement  gleaming 
With  the  thin  fii'e-light,  flickering  famt  and  low, 

By  which  a  gray-haired  man  is  sadly  dreaming 
O'er  pleasui'es  gone,  as  all  Life's  pleasures  go. 

Night  caUs  Mm  to  her,  and  he  leaves  his  door 

Silent  and  dark — and  he  returns  no  more ! 
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Non  piilchram  speciem,  qiiam  sibi  mens  facit, 
Scnsim  posse  mori  credinms  :  at  prius 
Hen !  vincluni  magiciini  distraliitur,  viam 
Qujini  vitae  mediam  advenit. 


TRANSLATED  INTO  LATIN  ALCAICS. 

"  Quicqiiid  adest,  transit;  quod  manet,  ecce  venit!" 

Damiani  Epitaph. 

LuDO  jocoso  captus  in  aureis 
Secm'us  agris  en'at  et  inscius 

Infons  futuronim  :  atque  amoena 
Floribus  all  I  nimis  occupatnm 
Aurora  fhistra  blanditiis  ciet : 
Sic  molle  ridens  hand  reditura  abit. 
Incautns  et  labentis  horae 
En  !  jnvenis  monitns  diei 
Non  cui'at  almos  jam  media3 ;  nemus, 
Pulchra  pncllaj  ductus  imagine 
Unius,  atque  umbras  odoro 

Flore  petit  gi'avidas,  recessum 
Div£e  monentis  non  revocabilem 
Oblitus.  Eheu !  corpore  quum  senex 
Canusque  curvato  tremiscit 
Ad  cineres  morientis  ignis, 
Lapsa^que  versat  tristia  somnia 
Vitae  :  fenestras  lenc  movens,  malis 
Nox  evocat  diris  volentem  : 

Non  itenim  venit  ipse  demum. 
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THOMSON'S  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE, 

CANTO  11.,  STANZA  57. 

But  Avhat  avail  the  largest  gifts  of  heaven, 
When  sickens  health,  and  spiiits  go  amiss  ? 
How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given ! 
Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  bhss. 
And  exercise  of  health.     In  proof  of  tliis, 
Behold  the  wretch  who  slugs  his  hfe  away. 
Soon  swaUow'd  in  disease's  sad  abyss ; 
While  he  whom  toil  has  braced,  or  manly  play, 
Has  light  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear  as  day. 

0  !  who  can  speak  the  vigorous  joys  of  health? 
Unclogged  the  body,  unobscui'ed  the  mind : 
The  morning  rises  gay ;  with  pleasing  stealth, 
The  temperate  evening  falls  serene  and  kind. 
In  health  the  Aviser  brutes  true  gladness  find  : 
See !  how  the  younglings  frisk  along  the  meads, 
As  May  comes  on  and  wakes  the  balmy  wind ; 
Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds ; 
Yet  what  but  high-strung  health  tliis  dancing  pleasaunce 
breeds  ? 

But  here,  instead,  is  fostered  every  ill 
Which  or  distempered  minds  or  bodies  know. 
Come  then,  my  kindi'ed  spirits !  do  not  spill 
Your  talents  here.    This  place  is  but  a  show. 
Whose  charms  delude  vou  to  the  den  of  woe. 
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THOMSON'S  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE. 

TRANSLATED  INTO  LATIN  HEXAMETERS. 

Quid  prosimt  cegi'is,  quum  coi*pus  percipit  omne 
Morbus  edax  mentemque,  Dei  largissima  dona, 
Qiia3  potiiis  A'exant  ?     Sano  nam  corpore  solum 
Ipse  boni  capitur  sensus  membrisque  vigore 
Tentatis  agili.     Lethalis  vortice  pestis 
Mergitur,  ignavo  qui  coi-iiore  (discite  causam !) 
Per  vitam  repit :  sed  quern  ludove  virili 
Fecerit  aut  operi  consuetum  strenuus  usus, 
Is  pura  potitur  mente  et  per  libera  sanguis 
Membra  meat  fervens.     At  iraudia  dicere  vere 
Omnia  quis  possit,  queis  sanum  robur  abundct  ? 
Clai'am  nil  mentem,  nil  lajtos  pr<Tgrayat  artus : 
Lucifer  his  lucem  referens  fiirtivus  amoenam 
Fert  et  Icetitiam,  curisque  serena  remotis 
Vespera  finitur.     Sic  et  peifundit  alacri 
Muta  voluptatis  sensu  pecora  hora  salubris, 
Ut,  simul  ac  Mains  vernas  revocaverit  auras 
Florifer,  exultim  nimio  per  prata  ruentes 
Luxm-ient  saltu.     Quonam  hsec  lascivia  tanta, 
Firma  valetudo  si  non  penetraverit  artus  ? 
Hie  tamen,  0  miseri,  nutrit  locus  omnia  dira, 
Quot  morbo  corpus  cniciant  mentemque  maligno. 
Exitione  igitur  tam  foeda  ignavia  mentem 
Commipit  tardo  ?     Cito,  amici,  surgite  :  vos  hie 
Falsa  voluptatis  species,  mox  subdola  longos 
Raptura  in  gemitus,  fallit ;  me,  me  duce  tuta. 
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Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direct  you  right, 
Wliere  pleasure's  roses,  void  of  serpents,  grow 
Sincere  as  sweet :  come,  follow  this  good  knight, 
And  you  will  bless  the  day  that  brought  him  to  your  sight. 

Some  he  will  lead  to  comts,  and  some  to  camps ; 
To  senates  some,  and  public  sage  debates, 
Where,  by  the  solemn  gleam  of  midnight  lamps. 
The  world  is  poised,  and  managed  mighty  states ; 
To  high  discovery  some,  that  new-creates 
The  face  of  earth ;  some  to  the  tluiving  mart ; 
Some  to  the  rural  reign  and  softer  fates : 
To  the  sweet  muses  some,  who  raise  the  heart : 
All  glory  shall  be  yours,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 
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Qua  tlorent  sine  sente  rosae,  qiui  niillus  in  hcrba 
Delitet  angiiis,  erit  via  vobis.    Gaudia  verae 
Pura  voluptatis  jam  nunc  captate,  bonoquc 
Huic  Etjuiti  parete  duci :  sic  semper  et  olim 
Jam  faustum  adventum  laeto  memorabitis  ore. 
Regibus  hi  coram  stabunt,  hi  nobile  fortes 
Imperium  accipiont  belli,  magnive  senatus  : 
Hos,  ul)i  commuui  gi'aviter  de  nocte  saluti 
Consulitm*  media,  pacesque  et  bella  potentis 
Pangimtiu"  populi,  et  regnonmi  legibus  alta 
Ees  agitur,  dux  ille  feret :  sub  sole  remoto 
Ignotas  alii  terras  mercisve  lucrosoe 
Audaces  pretium  quaerent ;  vel  in  otia  ruris 
Inducet  quosdam  fligientes  aspera  vitas ; 
Necnon  ad  doctas  artes  Musasque  canoras, 
Quos  fovet  ingenium  sapiens,  extollet.    Eamus  ; 
Omnis  erit  vobis  nature  gloria  et  artis ! 
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"  THEEE  'S  NOT  A  JOY  THE  WOKLD  CAN  GIVE." 
BYRON. 

There's  not  a  joy  the  world  ciiii  gi^'e,  like  that  it  takes 

aAvay, 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  in  feehng's  dull 

decay ; 
'Tis  not  on  youth's  smooth  cheek  the  blush  alone  which 

fades  so  fast, 
But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youth  itself 

be  past ! 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above  the  A\Teck  of  hap- 
piness, 

Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt,  or  ocean  of  excess ; 

The  magnet  of  theu'  coiu'se  is  gone,  or  only  points  in  vain 

The  shore  to  which  their  shivered  sail  shall  never  stretch 
again. 

Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  soul  like  death  itself 

comes  down ; 
It  cannot  feel  for  others'  woes,  it  dare  not  dream  its  own ; 
That  heavy  chill  has  frozen  o'er  the  fountains  of  our  tears, 
And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  'tis  where  the  ice 

appears. 

Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  Hps,  and  mirth  distract 

the  breast 
Through  midnight  hom's  that  yield  no  more  their  former 

hope  of  rest ; 
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^'THERE'S  NOT  A  JOY  THE  WORLD  CAN  GIVE." 

TRANSLATED    INTO     LATIN    ALCAICS. 

AUFKRT  iniquuui  gaudia  tempus,  et 
Noil  dat  vicissim.   Torpida  lit  irruuut 
Primo  juveiitutis  caloii 

Frigora,  iioii  rosei  gcnaruin 

Cediint  nibores,  sed  prius  iiTita 
Proniissa  cordis  florea  decidimt, 
Matura  qiiam  niarcescit  setas. 

Naufraga  sic  duce  mens  renioto 

In  ca?ca  culpa?  labitur,  aut  mare 
Delata  in  altum  jam  minor  asperis 
Libidinum  luctatm'  undis : 

ScUicet  ipsa  et  acus  procellse 

Infida  cessit,  ceu  laceris  solum 
Fortasse  velis  longius  indicat. 
Tunc  languor  iiTepit  per  ima, 
jMortis  uti  nebulae  tenaces, 

Praecordia ;  exinde  alterius  vicem 
Plorare  acerbam  non  datur  aut  suos 
Versare  mcerores ;  nee  oitu 

Jam  saliunt  lacrymae  e  gelato ; 

Claro  relucet  nil  oculo  nisi 
Concreta  roris  stilla.    Jocus  licet 
Salsique  verbormn  lepores 
Contineant  mediae  inquietos 
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'Tis  but  as  ivy-leaves  around  the  ruined  turret  wreathe, 
All  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and  grey 
beneath. 

0  !  could  I  feel  as  I  have  felt,  or  be  what  I  have  been, 
Or  weep  as  I  could  once  have  wept  o'er  many  a  vanished 

scene ; — 
As  springs  in  deserts  found  seem  sweet,   all  brackish 

though  they  be. 
So  'midst  the  withered  waste  of  life,  those  tears  would 

flow  to  me ! 
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Noctis  dolores,  intus  adliuc  viget 
Vulniis  liitesceiis,  turris  uti  tegunt 
Nutuntis  antuiuos  hiatus 

Sfepe  hederai  virides  tuenti 

Tritoque  subter  stipite  pallidae. 
0  !  si  redii'et  pristiniis  ille  nunc 
Sensus,  diesquc  almos  licerct 
Fra3tenta3  re\ocare  xitse, 

Et  lapsa,  lit  olim,  gaudia  lacryma 
Deflere,  ai'enis  sicut  in  aridis 
Visa  unda,  sic  tabente  vita 
Efflueret  lacrvma  ilia  dulcis. 
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THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS, 

CANTO  II.,  STANZA  28, 

Within  the  place  of  thousand  tombs, 

That  shine  beneath,  while  dark  above 
The  sad,  but  hving  cypress  glooms. 

And  withers  not,  though  branch  and  leaf 

Are  stamped  with  an  eternal  giief, 
Like  early,  mu'equited  love  ; — 

One  spot  exists,  which  ever  blooms, 
E'en  in  that  deadly  grove — 

A  single  rose  is  shedding  there 
Its  lonely  lustre,  meek  and  pale  : 

It  looks,  as  painted  by  Despaii' — 
So  white,  so  faint, — the  slightest  gale 

Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  high : 
And  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  assail. 

And  hands,  more  rude  than  Avintry  sky, 
May  wring  it  from  the  stem — In  vain  ! 
To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again ! 
The  stalk  some  spuit  gently  rears. 
And  waters  with  celestial  tears  : 

For  weU  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
That  this  can  be  no  earthly  flower 
Which  mocks  the  tempest's  withering  hour, 
And  buds  unsheltered  by  a  bower ; 
Nor  droops,  though  Spring  refuse  her  shower, 

Nor  woos  the  Summer  beam  : 
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THE   BKIDE  OF  ABYDOS. 

TRANSLATED    INTO    ELF.CilACS. 

Est  locus,  incingunt  ubi  mille  micantia  busta 

Cupressi ;  cii'cum  lugubris  iinda  meat : 
Nulla  perit,  sed,  uti  nou  mutua  flamma  puellai, 

iEterni  vivens  signa  doloris  liabet. 
Hie  tameii  insignis  semper  pars  floribus  una  est, 

Cognita  pallenti  mitis  honore  rosae. 
Tristiter  alba  caput  demissum  et  languida  flectit ; 

Hanc  desperantem  s})em  posuisse  putes. 
Am'is  et  le\'ibus  facilis  coma  pranlii  videtur, 

Et  frustra  rapid!  turbinis  ira  ferit ; 
Et  licet  banc  carpat  manus  a^there  sa^vior  acri, 

Crastina  lux  ambit  pallidam,  ut  ante,  rosam : 
Hellespontiacis  tu  Mens  (*rede  puellis ; 

Florem,  sic  perhibent,  abdita  nympba  fovet. 
Nonne  quidem  ille  viget  lacrvmis  coelestibus  altus, 

Quern  la^dit  trucibus  nulla  procella  minis? 
Qui  non  hospitio  tectus,  mala  frigora  ridet  ? 

Sole  nee  cestivo  roreque  veris  eget  ? 
Circum  nocte  volans  tota,  celataque  visu, 

Semper  mu^a  ciet  flebile  carmen  a\ns : 
Quae  velut  Elysiae  lyra  pollice  virginis  icta, 

Mentem  dulcisono  protenus  ore  rapit. 
Tam  moUes,  tacitae  quum  nocti  moesta  querelas 

Impertit,  numeros  non  Philomela  sonat. 
In  tumulis  cantu  fixus  remorere  potenti, 

Et  plores,  quasi  te  vexet  inanis  amor. 


26 


To  it  the  livelong  night  there  sings 

A  bird  unseen,  but  not  remote : 
Invisible  his  airy  wings, 
But  soft  as  harp  that  Houri  strings 

His  long  entrancing  note ! 
It  were  the  Bulbul,  but  his  throat, 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a  strain 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  hnger  there  and  grieve, 

As  if  they  loved  in  vain  ! 
And  yet  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed, 
'Tis  sorrow  so  unmixed  with  dread. 
They  scarce  can  bear  the  morn  to  break 

That  melancholy  spell. 
And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wake. 

He  sings  so  wild  and  well ! 
But  when  the  day-blush  bursts  from  liigh, 
Expu'es  that  magic  melody, 
And  some  have  been,  who  could  beheve 
(So  fondly  youthful  dreams  deceive, 
Yet  harsh  be  they  that  blame), 
That  note  so  piercing  and  profound 
Will  shape  and  syllable  its  sound 

Into  Zuleika's  name ! 
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Deliciae  ii'e  vetent ;  illis  tain  bliinda  volnptas 

Delitet  in  lacrymis,  omnis  abestqne  mctus. 
Omnibus  invitis  lux  niatutina  rubcscit, 

Qucis  arguta  animos  ilia  querela  tenet. 
Nam  simul  ac  radios  per  coelum  Lucifer  edit, 

Yi  magicum  moritur  dcficionte  melos. 
Si  qua  tides  dubiis, — juvenuni  qui\3  somnia  mentes 

Decipiunt,  male  nos  increpuisse  decet — 
Saepe  notans  Sulicse  vero  discrimine  nomen 

Miscuit  ai'giitis  vox  queribmida  modis. 
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THE  DEATH-DAY  OF  KORNER. 

By  MRS.  HEMANS. 

A  SONG  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

A  song  of  pride  ! 
The  youth  went  down  to  a  hero's  gi'ave 

With  the  sword  his  bride ! 

He  went  with  his  noble  heart  unworn, 

And  pure  and  high  : 
An  eagle  stooping  from  clouds  of  morn 

Only  to  die. 

He  went  with  his  lyre,  whose  lofty  tone 

Beneath  his  hand 
Had  thrilled  to  the  name  of  his  God  alone, 

And  his  Fatherland ! 

And  with  all  his  glorious  feelings  yet 

In  their  fii'st  glow. 
Like  a  southern  stream  that  no  fi*ost  hath  met 

To  chain  its  flow. 

He  hath  left  a  voice  in  his  trumpet-lays 

To  tm'n  the  flight, 
And  a  guiding  s]iirit  for  after-days. 

Like  a  watch-fire's  light : 
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THE  DEATH-DAY  OF  KOKNER. 

TRANSLATED  INTO  SAPPHICS. 

Nunc  viri  fortis  juvenisque  sortem, 
Qui  tenax  ensis,  quasi  amans,  timeiidum, 
Mortis  intravit  thalamuni,  superbo 
More  canamus  I 

Integer  corclis  gravidusque  ilammu 
Occidit  ccrlesti,  aquHaeque  ritu 
Inferas,  tantum  rapiente  fato, 
Qucesiit  oras. 

Abstulit  dulces  citharie  camoenas, 
Quas  Dei  solum  patnieque  laudem 
In  sacram  terrte  moderari  amavit 
Pollice  docto. 

Occidit  prima  calidus  juventa, 
Dum  recens  vutus  animi  vigescit : 
Qualis  Australi  glaciem  sub  axe 
Non  timet  amnis : 

lllc  adliuc,  tanquaiu  tuba  clara,  cantii 
Praeliuni  turmae  revocat  fugacis : 
Posteros  et,  ceu  vigil  ignis  alto 
Monte  refldgens, 
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And  a  grief  in  his  father's  soul  to  rest 
'Midst  all  high  thought ; 

And  a  memory  unto  his  mother's  breast 
With  healing  fraught. 

And  a  name  and  fame  above  the  blight 

Of  earthly  breath, 
Beautiful — beautiful  and  bright 

In  life  and  death ! 

A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

A  song  of  pride  I 
For  him,  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave 

With  the  sword  his  bride ! 
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Ad  lidem  ducet.     Sita  morte  virtus 
A'uliierat  i^cctus  psitris  atqne  niatris  : 
At  docus  semper  meinorabile  aci-em 
Mitigat  ictum. 

Non  tiiam  fimiam  temeraljit  uiiquam 
Aura  mortahun  levis,  usque  pulclira 
Sive  per  vitam  tenebrisve  in  Orci 
Luce  micantem. 

Sic  viri  fortis  juvenisque  sortera, 
Qui  tenax  ensis,  quasi  amans,  timenduni 
Mortis  intravit  thalamum,  superbo 
More  canaraus ! 
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"  I  WOULD   NOT   LIVE   ALWAY." 

By  R.  H.  THATCHER. 

Earth  is  the  spirit's  rayless  cell ; 
But  then  as  a  bird  soars  home  to  the  shade 
Of  the  beaiitifhl  wood,  where  its  nest  was  made, 

In  bonds  no  more  to  dwell : 

So  will  its  weary  Aving 
Be  spread  for  the  sides,  when  its  toil  is  done. 
And  its  breath  floAv  free,  as  a  bird's  in  the  sun, 

And  the  soft,  fresh  gale  of  Spring !  — 

0  !  not  more  sweet  the  tears 
Of  the  dewy  eve  on  the  violet  shed, 
Than  the  dews  of  age  on  the  "  hoary  head," 

When  it  enters  the  vale  of  years.  — 

Nor  dearer  'mid  the  foam 
Of  the  far-off  sea,  and  its  stormy  roar, 
Is  a  breath  of  balm  from  the  unseen  shore, 

To  him  that  Aveeps  for  home. — 

Wings,  hke  a  dove,  to  fly ! 
The  spirit  is  faint  vnth  its  feverish  strife — 
0  !  for  its  home  in  the  upper  life ! 

Wlien,  when  will  Death  draw  nigh  ? 
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'M  WOULD  NOT  LIVE  ALWAY." 

TRANSLATED  INTO  LATIN  ALCAICS. 

iHotto. 
"  Ad  perennis  viUe  fontem  mens  sitivit  avida, 
Claustra  carnis  prtesto  frangi  clausa  quaerit  aninia  : 
Gliscit,  ambit,  eluctatur  exul  frui  patria." 

Damiani. 

Hic  in  tenebris  mens  latet  abdita : 
Ast,  ut  soluto  carcere  la^tior 
Festinat  ad  uidos  volucris 

Ai'boreos  viridemque  silvam ; 

Sic  ipsa  fessis  functa  laboribus 
Coeli  volatu  concava  libero 
Diffindet,  uiu'a  gestientis 

Instar  avis  radioque  vemo. 

lilacrymantis  non  violam  Hesperi 
Ros  cui'vat  almus  pulcbrius  aspici, 
Collecta  quam  annorum  pruina 
Tempora  jam  senioris  omat : 

Non  am'a  flenti  litoris  affereus 
Longinqui  odores  spirat  amoenior, 
Quiim  tecta  suspirat  laremque, 
Per  rabiem  fi'emitusque  ponti. 

0  !  si  cobimbae  more  levis  volem ! 
Mens  lassa  cmis  solvitm'  anxiis, 
Vitamque  suspirat  beatam : 

Cur  mihi,  Mors,  dubitas  venii'e  ? 
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MILTON'S  PARADISE  LOST, 

BOOK  III.,  LINE  227. 

Cf)e  Son's  iJepIg. 

Father,  thy  word  is  passed :  Man  sLall  find  grace ; 

And  shall  Grace  not  find  means,  that  finds  her  way 

The  speediest  of  thy  winged  messengers, 

To  visit  all  thy  creatures,  and  to  aU 

Comes  imprevented,  unimplored,  unsought  ? 

Happy  for  man  so  coming — he  her  aid 

Can  never  seek,  once  dead  m  sins  and  lost ; 

Atonement  for  himself  or  offering  meet, 

Indebted  and  midone  hath  none  to  bring. 

Behold  me  then — me  for  him — life  for  Ufe 

I  offer — on  me  let  thme  anger  faU! 

Account  me  man — I  for  his  sake  wiU  leave 

Thy  bosom,  and  this  glory  next  to  thee 

Freely  put  off,  and  for  him  lastly  die 

Well-pleased :   On  me  let  Death  wi-eak  all  his  rage  ; 

Under  his  gloomy  power  I  shaU  not  long 

Lie  vanquished ;   Thou  hast  given  me  to  possess 

Life  in  myself  for  ever;  by  Thee  I  live, 

Though  now  to  Death  I  yield,  and  am  his  due, 

All  that  of  me  can  die ;  yet,  that  debt  paid, 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  the  loathsome  grave 

Ilis  prey,  nor  suffer  my  un8[)otted  soul 

For  ever  with  corruption  tliere  to  dwell : 

But  1  shall  rise  victorious,  and  subdue 
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MILTON'S  PARADISE  LOST, 

BOOK  III..   LINK  -lil. 
Y  R  A  N  S  L  A  T  K  D    INTO    I,  A  TIN    HEXAMETERS. 

DixiSTi,  Genitor,  tua  liet  sacra  voluntas. 
Quis  iliibitet,  qiiin  ipsa,  viani  sibi  gratia  sumat, 
Praspete  qiue  ciirsii  clivmi  iiuntia  jussi 
Nou  precil)us  quoBsita  nee  ullo  limite  ad  omnes 
Cii'cumscripta  ferat  veniam  et  solatia  grata  ? 
0  homines  fortnnati !  qui  lege  supremi 
Regis  nou  ullum  violata  quasrere  possent 
Auxiliiun,  aut  pretio  culpani  peenave  piai'e  : 
Jam  diro  sceleris  (miseri !)  sunt  vortice  mersi. 
At  me,  me  tiln  nimc  liominum  vice  mente  libenti 
Objicio  justmn  promptus  sufferre  fiu'orem  ; 
Hinc,  illos  miserans,  coeloque  et  honore  secundo 
Et  fiilgore  tuo  cedens,  mortalis  amictum 
Assimiam  leetus  caiTiis  mortemque  subibo : 
In  me  Mors  iras  simul  omnes  fimdat  acerba ! 
Sed  mortis,  milii  enim  semen  mortale  dedisti, 
Non  longum  in  tempus  tristi  ditione  tenebor. 
Per  Te  vivo  equidem.    Nunc  omnia  debita  pendens 
Addico  corpus  morti  mortale  potenti ; 
Post  tamen,  immunem  peccati  labe  nefandi 
Tartareo  ante  animum  disnipto  carcere  solves, 
Quam  tabes  mollem  corinimpat  putrida  carnem ; 
Ut  clarum  de  morte  prius  vincente  triumphum 
Victor  agam,  falsaeque  levem  praeconia  praedae. 
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My  vanquisher,  spoiled  of  Ms  vaunted  spoil : 
Death  his  death-wound  shall  then  receive  and  stoop 
Inglorious,  of  his  mortal  sting  disarmed. 
I  through  the  ample  ab  in  triimiph  high 
Shall  lead  Hell  captive,  maugi^e  Hell,  and  show 
The  powers  of  darkness  boimd.    Thou,  at  the  sight 
Pleased,  out  of  Heaven  shalt  look  down  and  smile, 
While  by  thee  raised  I  ruin  all  my  foes, 
Death  last,  and  with  his  carcass  glut  the  grave  : 
Then  with  the  multitude  of  my  redeemed 
Shall  enter  Heaven,  long  absent,  and  return, 
Father,  to  see  thy  face,  wherein  no  cloud 
Of  anger  shall  remain,  but  peace  assured 
And  reconcilement ;  wrath  shall  be  no  more 
Thenceforth,  but  in  Thy  presence  joy  entire ! 
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Imperium  vero  subversum  miilta  gementem 
Et  stimulo  eviilso  dejectam  vulnere  mortem 
Mortifero  feriiim ;  et  vectus  sublime  per  auras 
Invitos  Erebi  reges  vinctosque  catenis 
Ordine  captivo  ducam,  quo  motus  honore 
Me  la^to  aspicies  vultu.    Dein  hostibus  atro 
Omnibus  interitu  demissis  Tartara  mortis 
Corpore  devictae  saturabo,  et  in  setheris  arces 
Tempore  post  multo  longa  comitante  catervae 
Exitio  erept£e  pomp^  cum  laudibus  altis 
Incedam  rediens.    Tunc,  irae  nube  fugata, 
CcElicolas  facies  tua  pace  et  amore  refulgens 
Efficiet  laetos  :  fui'or  aevmn  cedet  in  omne ; 
Nee  minuet  quicquam  purissima  gaudia  coeli. 
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"NO    MORE." 

LINES  COPIED  FROM  A  NEWSPAPER,  lR4i). 

''  No  more  !"    0  !  what  imuttered  grief 

Dwells  in  those  chill,  prophetic  words ! 
The  tomb  of  every  warm  belief, 

They  strike  upon  the  heart's  deep  chords 
Like  the  faint  warning  of  a  dream — 

The  shadows  from  some  mystic  shore, 
^V^lere  jewels  flash — where  roses  gleam — 

We  hear  the  wailing  tones — "  No  more  !" 

"  No  more  ! "    The  summer  founts  may  throw 

Their  music  on  the  air ; 
The  sunset  lend  its  opal  glow 

To  skies  that  seemed  before  so  fair ! 
And  such  a  flood  of  Hquid  light 

May  rest  on  mount,  and  sea,  and  shore, 
As  bathed  old  Ida's  classic  height — 

Yet  some  low  voice  shall  say — "  No  more !" 

"  No  more  ! "    Throughout  the  bomidless  earth 

They  blend  mth  Hope's  fallacious  di'eam : 
They  echo  through  the  haunts  of  mirth, 

A  whisper  of  the  past  they  seem : 
Who  hath  not  heard,  'mid  light  and  song, 

'Mid  pageantry,  and  pride,  and  power, 
Those  spirit-voices  round  him  tlu'ong. 

That  mock  the  ofltfrino;  festal  hour  ? 
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"NO   MOKH." 

TRANSLATED  INTO  LATIN  ELEGIACS. 

QuuM  VOX  aiiditur  "  Finis,"  proesagus  acerbi 

Spargitur  inde  niali  per  mea  corda  dolor : 
Jam  turn  spes  una  sepelit  mens  fervida  cimctas ; 

Ima  icti  cordis  debile  iila  sonant. 
Ignotis  umbrae  rupisse  ^ddentm*  ab  oiis, 

Qua  gemmte  splendent  usque  micantque  rosae ; 
Aut  tanquam  adnioiiitus  in  somnis  lene  susiurant, 

Sic  mtestos  referunt  talia  verba  sonos  ! 

Ah  !  licet  argenteos  aestate  ardente  sonores 

Laetior  e  gelidis  fontibus  aura  vebat ; 
Ah !  licet  et  Phoebus  sedes  devexus  ad  imas 

In  medio  fessos  mmice  pellat  equos : 
Quaeque  olim  tinxit  memoratam  vatibus  Idam, 

Ilia  iterum  ])lande  lux  juga  cuncta  lavet, 
Sua"viter  et  fluctus  per  summos  ludat  et  oras — 

Vox  tamen  his  dicet  languida  "  Finis  adest ! " 

Quae  spes  cunqiie  sibi  fallax  insomnia  fingit. 

His  vox  tetra  sonos  miscuit  ilia  suos : 
Qua  jocus  auditur  Itetus  cantusque,  pererrat — 

Praeteritos  credas  banc  revocare  dies. 
Qua  citharns  vigileSque  faces  genialia  ducunt 

Festa,  nitentque  opibus  tecta  superba  suis, 
Voces  tam  diras  sibi  quis  non  finxit  adesse, 

Tlidcntes  hilaris  gaudia  blanda  domfis  ? 
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The  heart  is  but  a  wasting  mine — 

An  altar  for  some  idol  kept, 
TUl  o'er  the  desecrated  sluine 

The  storm-gust  hath  too  rudely  swept ! 
A  pedestal  too  wildly  placed, 

Flooded  by  every  passing  wave — 
Recording  vows  so  soon  effaced — 

A  temple  reared  upon  the  grave ! 

The  pest-wonn  feeds  upon  the  rose, 

The  violet  bears  no  deathless  bloom : 
What  tints  our  morning  skies  disclose  ! 

What  darkness  hngers  round  the  tomb ! 
What  memories  of  bmied  love — 

What  earnest  tones  forever  fled — 
What  yearnings  for  the  world  above — 

What  lonely  vigils  with  the  dead ! 

Our  dead !    Can  such  a  voice  arise 

In  rebel-grief  upon  the  air  ? 
The  hosts  that  fill  th'  eternal  skies. 

What  can  they  know  of  wo  or  care  ? 
Our  dead !    0  !  who  shall  say  "  our  dead  ?  "- 

Released  from  this  dark  charnel-shore, 
Hath  not  th'  immortal  spirit  fled 

To  live,  when  time  shall  be  no  more  ? 
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Nil  aliud,  inihi  crede,  eor  est,  nisi  mai'cida  gaza : 

Est  tanquani  falsis  ara  sacrata  Deis ; 
Ciii,  qiiamvis  sacra  sit,  non  parcit  tuiigere  tempiis, 

Cumqiie  gravi  uiiiibo  vecta  ruina  venit. 
Fluctibus  in  mediis  temere  est  quasi  fixa  colimma, 

Omnis  quam  vastis  transilit  iinda  minis : 
Illic  votoruni  sculpiintur  nomina  frustra : 

Templum  qiiis  strueret,  mors  ubi  avara  latet  ? 

Saepe  fit  enicis  rosa  praeda  voracibus  atra : 

Fragrantis  "\ioliE  pallida  forma  cadit ; 
Quam  varios  ducit  suavesque  Aurora  colores ! 

Fcedas  quam  tenebras  mors  odiosa  gerit ! 
Morte  quis  abreptos  saeva  non  plorat  amores  ? 

Et  tot  amicoiiim  perdita  verba  dolet? 
Discimus  liinc  coeli  bona  suspii*arc  beati ; 

Hinc  vigilare  juvat,  cara  ubi  forma  sita  est. 

Ast  ita  cur  querimur  ?  Cur  vox  funesta  supemas 

In  sedes  misero  missa  dolore  volat? 
Nam  quae  turba  fi'equens  ccelestes  transiit  oras, 

Horum  animos  uncpam  cm'a  dolorve  premit  ? 
Hanc  quoque  cm'  nostram  volumus?  Vox  impia  desit! 

Mens  procul  ad  proprias  viva  volavit  opes : 
Ex  hominum  properat  communi  laeta  sepulcro ; 

Nee,  quum  desierint  tempora,  morte  cadet ! 
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SONG   BY   BURNS. 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  bums, 
The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet ; 

Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 
Ne'er  summer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet. 

Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes, 

Heaven  gave  me  more — it  made  thee  mine  ! 

While  day  and  night  can  biing  delight, 
Or  nature  aught  of  pleasm'e  give ; 

WTiile  joys  above  my  mmd  can  move, 
For  thee  and  thee  alone  I  hve ! 

When  that  grim  foe  of  hfe  below 
Comes  in  between  to  make  us  pail ; 

The  iron  hand  that  breaks  om*  band, 

It  breaks  my  bhss — it  breaks  my  heait ! — 
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SONG  BY  BURNS. 

TRANSLATED   INTO   L.VTIN   ALCAICS. 

Nunc  primi  amoris  corda  redux  mea 
0 !  ter  beatis  deliciis  dies 

Incendit,  atrox  tunc  procellis, 
Vere  tamen  potior  sereno. 

Prasstare  possimt  quid  melius  mihi 
Naves  onustae  mercibus  Indicis  ? 

Quid  pui'pui'a,  aut  regum  coronas  ? 
Te  propriam  mibi  Di  dederunt ! 

Dum  lucis  almae  et  noctis  eunt  vices, 
Leposque  vitae  pennanet  integer ; 
Dum  spe  boni  ccelestis  ardet 

Intima  mens, — Tibi,  amata,  vivo! 

Quum  nostri  amoris  ferrea  copulam 
Lenita  nulla  mors  prece  distrahet. 
Tunc  cuncta  vanescet  voluptas, 
Corque  meum  lacerum  interibit ! 
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"IF  I  WERE  A  VOICE." 

COPIED  FROM  A  NEWSPAPER. 

If  I  were  a  voice,  a  persuasive  voice, 

That  could  travel  the  wide  world  through, 

I  would  fly  on  the  beams  of  the  morning  light, 

And  speak  to  men  with  a  gentle  might, 
And  tell  them  to  be  true  ! 

I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  o'er  land  and  sea, 

AYherever  a  human  heart  might  be, 

TeUin£?  a  tale  or  singins;  a  sons. 

In  praise  of  the  right,  in  blame  of  the  wrong. 

If  I  were  a  voice,  a  consoling  voice, 

I'd  fly  on  the  wings  of  air, 
The  homes  of  soitow  and  guilt  I'd  seek, 
And  calm  and  truthful  words  I'd  speak, 

To  save  them  fi-om  despair : 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  o'er  the  crowded  town. 
And  drop,  like  the  happy  sunhght,  down 
Into  the  hearts  of  suffering  men, 
And  teach  them  to  look  up  again ! 

If  I  were  a  voice,  a  convincing  voice, 

I'd  travel  with  the  Avind, 
And  whenever  1  saw  the  nation  torn 
By  warfare,  jealousy,  spite,  or  scorn, 

Or  hatred  of  then"  kind — 
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''IF  I  WERE  A  VOICE." 

TRANSLATED    INTO     LATIN    SAl'lMIICS. 

SiNT  mihi  vires  utinam  potentis 
Vocis,  lit  ciirsu  celeri  per  orbcm 
Pervolem  solis  jubeamque  cimctos 
Qurerere  verum ! 

Per  mare  et  terras,  ubicimqne  genti 
Incidam  liiimanre,  juvet  ire,  facta 
Rite  laudautem  bona,  lingua  et  acri 
Prava  vetantem. 

Turn  cito  pemix  veliit  aura  cursu 
Deferar  tristes  ubi  sint  malique, 
Dulce  lenimen  memorans  laborum 
Spesque  futuras. 

Qua  coarctatum  scelus  atque  egestas 
Delitent,  solis  jubar  ut  beatum, 
Decidens  lapsos  iterum  docebo 
Suspicere  astra. 

Anna  quum  cives  videam  moventes 
Impios,  lingUEeve  malis  citatos 
In\idae  vectosque  odium  in  omentum, 
Nitar  in  altos 
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I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  on  the  thunder-crash, 
And  into  their  blinded  bosoms  flash ; 
And,  all  their  evil  thoughts  subdued, 
I'd  teach  them  Christian  brotherhood! 

If  I  were  a  voice,  a  pervading  voice, 

I'd  seek  the  kings  of  earth ; 
I'd  find  them  alone  on  theu  beds  at  night. 
And  whisper  words  that  should  guide  them  right- 
Lessons  of  priceless  worth. 
I  would  fly  more  swift  than  the  swiftest  bird, 
And  tell  them  things  they  never  heard — 
Truths  which  the  ages  for  aye  repeat — 
Unknown  to  the  courtiers  at  their  feet. 

If  I  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice, 

I'd  speak  in  the  people's  ear. 
And  whenever  they  shouted  "  Liberty !" 
Without  deserving  to  be  free, 

I'd  make  their  error  clear. 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day, 
Rebuking  wrong  on  my  world-wide  way, 
And  making  all  the  earth  rejoice. 
If  I  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice  ! 
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Nubium  tractiis  tonitmque  diro 
Desuper  c'a3ci  coliibens  furores 
Pectoris  cogam  in  sacni  Cliristiani 
Vincula  amoris ! 

Noctis  amplexos  vacua3  quietem 
Lenibus  reges  adiens  susiu'ris, 
Regulas  vitaj  doceam  probas,  et 
Aiu'ea  verba. 

Ocyor  penna  rapida  volucris, 
Ante  non  audita  feram  per  aui-as, 
Eegius  quae  non  comitatus  audit, 
Semper  at  aetas 

Dicit. — 0  si  vox  mihi  sit  perennis, 
Liberam  indignis  populo  petenti 
Vocibus  vitam,  sua  verba  falsa 
Omnia  nudem ! 

Omnis  errores  populi  improbosque 
Detegam  mores,  ubicunque  lata 
Tenditm'  tellus,  resecans  scelesta,  et 
Gaudia  firmans ! 
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PASSAGE   FEOM    YOUNG, 

BOOK  II. 

0  Thou  !  whose  balance  does  the  mountains  weigh, 
Whose  will  the  wild  tumultuous  seas  obey, 
"WTiose  breath  can  turn  those  watery  worlds  to  flame, 
That  flame  to  tempest,  and  that  tempest  tame ; 
Earth's  meanest  son,  aU  trembling,  prostrate  faUs, 
And  on  the  boundless  of  thy  goodness  calls. 

Ah !  give  the  winds  all  past  offence  to  sweep. 
To  scatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  deep  : 
Thy  power,  my  weakness,  may  I  ever  see. 
And  whoUy  dedicate  my  soul  to  thee ! 
Eeign  o'er  my  will ;  my  passions  ebb  and  flow 
At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know ! 
If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praise. 
And  sin  the  graceful  indignation  raise. 
My  love  be  warm  to  succour  the  distress'd. 
And  lift  the  burden  from  the  soul  oppress'd. 
Oh  may  my  understanding  ever  read 
This  glorious  volume,  which  thy  wisdom  made ! 
Wlio  decks  the  maiden  Spring  with  flow'ry  pride  ? 
Who  calls  forth  summer  like  a  sparkling  bride  ? 
Who  joys  the  mother  Autumn's  bed  to  crown  ? 
And  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  honom's  down  ? 
Not  the  great  Ottoman,  or  greater  Czar, 
Not  Europe's  arbitress  of  peace  and  war. 

May  sea  and  land,  and  earth  and  heaven  be  joiu'd, 
To  bring  the  eternal  Author  to  my  mind ! 
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PASSAGE   FROM   YOUNG,   Book  II. 

TRANSLATED  INTO  LATIN  HEXAMETERS. 

0  Tu  montanae  certa,  qui  pondera  molis 
Definis  tnitina,  forti  pelagiqiie  fiirentes 
Arbitrio  conipescis  aquas,  Huctusque  voracem 
In  llammam  versos,  tempestatumque  sonoras 
Indutos  vires  facili  ditione  gubernas ; 
Me  miscrum,  quo  non  pejorem  continet  orbis, 
Me  prostratum  audi,  totis  membrisque  trementem, 
Immensoque  tuae  bonitatis  munere  fretum ! 
0  trade  annorum  ventis  delicta  priorum 
Omnia,  qure  late  spargant,  undisve  profundis 
-(Eternum  mersent ;  0  da  railii,  Te  nisi  magnum, 
Meque  videre  nihil,  cultuque  addicere  totam 
Mentem  animumque  tuo  :  frsenis  mUii  finge  vagantem 
Usque  voluntatem  strictis  ;  nutumque  verenti 
Unius  fervere  tuum  moresque  peroso 
Humanos  mihi  sit,  placidamque  resumere  pacem. 
0  justae  positis  sine  cedam  questibus  irae, 
Et  sibi  condignos  sumant  peccata  rubores ! 
Hoc  erat  in  votis,  opibus  curaque  benigna 
Solari  miseros,  quasque  infortmiia  cogant. 
Solvere  saevitias  ;  digitisque  volumina  sacris 
Scripta  tuis  cupio  pura  comprendere  mente. 
Yu'gineo  texit  quis  veri  llorea  serta  ? 
Quis  lepidas  nuptse  veneres  aestatis  amori 
Fundit,  et  autumno  maternos  apparat  auctus? 
Aut  hyemem  posito  marcescere  jussit  honore  ? 
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When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
May  thoughts  of  thy  dread  vengeance  shake  my  soul ! 
When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly  shme. 
Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majesty  divine ! 

Through  ev'ry  scene  of  hfe,  or  peace  or  war. 
Plenty  or  want,  thy  glory  be  my  care ! 
Shine  we  in  arms  ?  or  sing  beneath  our  vine  ? 
Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conquest  thine : 
Thy  pleasm^e  points  the  shaft,  and  bends  the  bow. 
The  cluster  blasts,  or  bids  it  brightly  glow ; 
Tis  thou  that  lead'st  our  pow'rftil  armies  forth. 
And  giv'st  great  Anne  thy  sceptre  o'er  the  North. 

Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning  ray, 
Open  with  prayer  the  consecrated  day ; 
Tune  thy  great  praise,  and  bid  my  soid  arise, 
And,  -with  the  morning  smi,  ascend  the  skies ; 
As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve, 
And  glow  with  ardour  of  consummate  love ; 
Nor  cease  at  eve,  but  with  the  setting  smi 
My  endless  worship  shall  be  still  begun. 


51 


Non  ferus  hoc  potuit  Turcus,  Kussive  tyrannus 
Amplior  iuipei'ii,  nee  qiia3  nunc  arma  volenti 
Ai'bitrio  pacemve  Eiu'opic  destinat  alniam. 

At,  ne  dira  meam  capiant  oblivia  mentem 
Numinis  aetemi,  cum  terra  foedera  pontus 
Aspera  conjungens,  supero  siniul  02 there  tellus, 
Undarumvc  minis  motarum,  altove  fragore 
Fuhumis,  incutiat  mihi  dextrte  vindicis  atros 
Terrores !  Equidem,  donee  terrasque  virentes 
Sidereique  chori  decus  aspectare  licebit, 
Divinum  instituam  mea  Numen  corda  vereri. 

Semper  et  accingar,  pacem  sive  honida  bella, 
Annonamve  dabis  tenuem  messesve  secundas, 
Splendores  celebrare  tuos.   Tu,  maxime,  solus, 
Quern  penes  arbitrium  est  arciis  celerisque  sagittte, 
Gaudia  victonim  das  nobis :  Tuque  sub  umbra 
Pampinea  (languescit  enim  te  pulsa  jubente 
Yinea  pm'pm'eisve  viget  decorata  racemis) 
Efficis,  ut  festo  fallamus  tempora  cantu. 
Te  solo  arma  decus  retulerimt  auspice  nostra, 
Imperiiunque  potens  ai'ctonim  sustinet  Anna. 

Ac  mihi,  sole  recens  orto  laetoque  profmidum 
Scandere  in  cetherium,  simul  ortam  sm-gere  mentem 
Instrue,  ut  Aiu-oras  Sanctis  nova  lumina  semper 
Inducam  precibus,  te  dicens  laude  canora, 
Cum  sole  usque  mei  crescant  crescente  labores, 
Dum  tandem  in  purum  toti  vertantm'  amorem ; 
Neve  tamen  sera  hunc  tam  sacrum  vespera  cultum 
Comprimat,  immensum  quin  progrediatur  in  orbem. 
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THE    WATER    LILY. 

Burden'd  "with  a  cureless  sorrow, 

Came  I  to  the  river  deep, 
Weary,  hopeless  of  the  morrow. 

Seeking  but  a  place  to  weep ; 
Sparkling  onwards,  full  of  gladness. 

Each  sun-crested  wavelet  flew. 
Mocking  my  deep-hearted  sadness, 

Till  I  sicken' d  at  the  view. 
Then  I  left  the  sunshine  golden 

For  the  gloomy  willow-shade. 
Desolate  and  mibeholden. 

There  my  fainting  limbs  I  laid. 
And  I  saw  a  Water-Lily 

Resting  on  its  trembling  bed, 
On  the  drifting  waters  chilly, 

With  its  petals  white  outspread. 
Pillow'd  there  it  lay  securely. 

Moaning  with  the  moving  wave. 
Up  to  heaven  gazing  piu-ely 

From  the  river's  gloomy  grave. 
As  I  look'd,  a  burst  of  glory 

Fell  upon  the  snowy  flower. 
And  the  lesson'd  aUegory 

Learn'd  I  in  that  blessed  hour  : — 
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E  LILIO  FLUVIABILl   PATIENTIA  DISCITUR. 

McESTiTiA  Huviiiin  petii  dejectus  acerba, 

Spe  qiiasrens  lietus  deticieiite  locum  ; 
Aspexi  latices  pleno  fulgore  fluentes : 

Soils  ridebaiit  luce  micantis  aquas. 
At  misero  Ixtsc  mihi  sunt  illudere  viste, 

Dum  mentem  abstulerunt  tsedia  amara  meam.* 
Permuto  salicum  vitato  sole  latebras 

Et  solus  jaceo  membra  profusus  humi; 
Hie  per  aqua?  gelidam  dispansis  floribus  imdam 

Qutesierant  tremulos  Lilia  cana  toros. 
Dla  sopor,  moto  quanquam  mota  ipsa  fluento, 

Obtinet  irruptus  :  nee  metus  iillus  adest : 
Riparum  quasi  funesta  caligine  cinctus 

Yertitur  ad  coeli  lumina  quisque  calix. 
En !  subito  flores  coelesti  luce  refulgent, 

Et  gravia  ediderunt  tiun  documenta  mihi. 
Per  fluetus,  dixi,  vita?  gelidasque  procellas 

Sic  divina  animum  perveliit  usque  Fides  : 
Haec,  quamvis  tumeant  horrendis  gestibus  imd^e 

Et  tenebrae  constent  undique,  recta  manet : 
Fluctibus  acta  ratis  taraen  hand  immergitiu-  uuquam ; 

Exoriturque  animus  pmior  inde  salo. 


*  Cf.  Virg.  Eel., — "  ut  me  malus  abstulit  error." 
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Thus  does  Faith  divine,  indwelling, 

Bear  the  soul  o'er  hfe's  cold  stream. 
Though  the  gloomy|^billo\vs  swelling, 

Evermore  still  darker  seem. 
Yet  the  treasure  never  sinketh. 

Though  the  waves  around  it  roll. 
And  the  moistm-e  that  it  diinketh, 

Nurtures,  pui'ifies  the  soul. 
Thus,  aye  looking  up  to  Heaven, 

Should  the  white  and  calm  soul  be, 
Gladden  in  the  sunshine  given, 

Nor  from  the  clouds  shrink  fearfully. 
So  I  tum'd,  my  weak  heait  strengthened, 

Patiently  to  bear  my  woe ; 
Praying,  as  the  sorrow  lengthened. 

My  endurance  too  might  grow. 
And  my  earnest  heart  beseeching, 

Charm'd  away  the  sense  of  pain ; 
So  the  Lily's  silent  teaching 

Was  not  given  to  me  in  vain. 
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Lilia  sic  placidas  imitari  Candida  mentes 

Et  coeli  cum  spe  siu-gere  ad  astra  decet : 
Sic  laitae  coelo  debent  gaudere  sereno : 

Nee  timido  ssevura  corde  pavere  mare ; 
Hinc  mihi  ceperunt  firmum  praecordia  robur, 

Et  patieiis  didioi  fcrre  doloris  onus ; 
Oravique  Deum  tandem  ut  patientia  questu 

Auctus  deposito  fen*et  adaucta  mali. 
Ecce  !  preces  sensum  mihi  surripuere  doloris, 

Exemplum  tacitiis  flos  nee  inane  dedit. 
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CHORUS  IN  THE  ANTIGONE  OF  SOPHOCLES, 

LINE  100  TO  153. 
TURNED  INTO  LATIN  ALCAICS.  * 

0  semper  alma  luce  micans  jubar, 
Qnam,  quam  beato  lumine  tunc  diem 
Thebis  adornasti  vetustis, 

Quum,  speculo  radians  aquoso 

Dirces,  repulsum  praecipiti  fuga 
Vertisti  ad  arces  Argolicas  ducem, 
Qui  nuper  armis  totus  ardens 
Et  clypeo  aspiciendus  albo 

Urbem  insolentes  ausit  in  banc  minas. 
Hac  arte  fretus  filius  (Edipi, 
Et  jure  conficto  superbus, 

More  aquilEe  super  alta  terrae 

Ala  nivosa  vectus  in  aetbera 
Circum  volavit,  culmina  turrium 
TeUsque  et  borrendis  cater-vds 

iEqua  solo  cito  se  (nefandum  ! ) 


*  Note. — In  translating  this  Chorus,  I  have  adopted  throughout 
the  commonly  received  views  of  readings  and  translations,  in  oppo- 
sition to  my  own,  which  coincide,  in  the  main,  with  those  given  by 
Dr.  Donaldson  in  his  edition  of  the  Antigone. 
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Stridens  datm-um.    Sanguinis  ah  !  siti 
Cognati  adactus,  hnniiic  ma2niuin 
Perlegit  intixo  coronam, 

Peruiciem  mcditans  ct  ignes. 

Sic  dira  circiim  Mars  strcpuit,  modos 
Piigna;  draconi  terribilcs  parans 
Tliebano  :  at  ex  altis  Deorum 
Sedibus  inspicieus  loquelas 

Linguae  superbas  Jupiter  impiae 
Irrisit,  amnemque  agminis  aureum 
Exosus  Argivi,  fiu'oris 

Spicula  fulminei  profudit. 

Jam  transeiintem  culmina  mcenium 

Excelsa  et  insano  impete  fervidum, 

Yocesque  victrices  cientcm 

Fulmen  liumum  Capanea  in  altam 

Flamma  retorsit  vindice,  et  irritos 
Intemperata3  mentis  in  exitus 
Dejecit  ardores.    Tremendo, 
At  vario  cecidere  Marte 

Omnes,  superbis  qui  decori  duces 
Ai'gis  fuerunt.     Namque  Jovi  suas 
Septem  viri  nostro  fiigaces 

Tradiderunt  domiti  catervas, 
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Port^  locatus  quisque  sua,  viri 
Commissus  sequis  viribus  unius. 
Sed  triste  par,  uno  parente 
Progeniti,  exitium  nefandis 

Hastis  tulerunt  alter  in  alterum, 
Ambosque  in  Orcum  sors  eadem  rapit. 
Thebis  at  0  !  victricia  arma 
Lastitiam  retulere  gratam : 

Ergo  juvet  nunc  pellere  bellicos 
Longe  timores,  atque  hilari  choro 
Delubra  per  noctes  Deorum, 

Te  duce,  Bacche  potens,  adire. 


APPENDIX. 


^5  the  circulation  of  this  work  will  probably  be  confined  to  Teachers 
and  advanced  Scholars,  it  has  been  deemed  advisable,  in  compliance 
xvith  the  suggestion  of  some  literary  friends,  to  insert  the  poetical 
passages  selected  for  the  "  Exercitationes  lambicce,"  together  with  the 
Authors  Translations  of  them,  as  originally  published  in  the  Key  to 
that  work. 
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THE    LADY    OF   THE   LAKE. 

CANTO  VI.» 

The  Sun,  awakening,  tlirougli  the  smoky  air 
Of  the  dark  city  casts  a  sullen  glance, 

Rousing  each  caitiflf  to  his  task  of  care, 
Of  sinful  man  the  sad  inlieritance : 
Summoning  revellers  fi'om  the  lagging  dance, 

Scaring  the  proAvling  robber  to  his  den ; 

Gilding  on  battled  tower  the  warder's  lance, 

And  warning  student  pale  to  leave  his  pen, 

And  yield  his  drowsy  eyes  to  the  kind  nurse  of  men, 

"\Miat  various  scenes,  and,  0  !  Avliat  scenes  of  woe, 
Are  witnessed  by  that  red  and  strugghng  beam ! 

The  fevered  patient,  fi'om  his  pallet  low, 

Through  crowded  hospital  beholds  its  stream : 
The  mined  maiden  trembles  at  its  gleam, 

The  debtor  wakes  to  thought  of  gyve  and  gaol. 
The  lovelorn  wretch  staits  trom  tormenting  dream 

The  wakefid  mother,  by  the  glimmering  pale, 

Trims  her  sick  infant's  couch,  and  soothes  his  feeble 
wail. 


This  passage  corresponds  to  the  1st  and  2d  Exercises. 
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LAY    OF    THE    LAST    MINSTREL, 

CANTO  VI.,  STANZA  29.* 

With  naked  feet  and  sackcloth  vest, 
And  arms  enfolded  on  Ms  breast. 

Did  every  pilgrim  go ; 
The  standers-by  might  hear  uneath 
Footstep,  or  voice,  or  high-di'awn  breath. 

Thi'ough  all  theh  lengthened  row ; 
No  lordly  look  nor  martial  stride, 
Gone  was  theh  glory,  sunk  theh  pride. 

Forgotten  their  reno'wn : 
Silent  and  slow,  like  ghosts  they  ghde 
To  the  high  altar's  hallowed  side. 

And  there  they  knelt  them  down : 
Above  the  supphant  chieftains  wave 
The  banners  of  departed  brave ; 
Beneath  the  lettered  stones  were  laid 
The  ashes  of  theh  fathers  dead ; 
From  many  a  garnished  niche  around. 
Stern  saints  and  tortured  martyrs  fi'owned. 

And  slow  up  the  dim  aisle  afar, 
With  sable  cowl  and  scapular. 
And  snoAV-white  stoles,  in  order  due, 
The  holy  fathers,  two  and  two, 

In  long  procession  came ; 
Taper  and  host,  and  book  they  bare, 
And  holy  banner  flourished  fail- 

With  the  Redeemer's  name. 


Comprising  the  Sd,  4  th,  and  5th  Exercises. 
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Above  the  prostrate  pilgrim  band 
The  mitred  Ab1)ot  stretched  his  hand, 

And  blessed  them  as  they  kneeled : 
With  holy  cross  he  signed  them  all, 
And  prayed  they  might  be  sage  in  hall, 

And  fortimate  in  field. 
Then  mass  was  sung,  and  prayers  were  said, 
And  solemn  requiem  for  the  dead ; 
And  bells  tolled  out  their  mighty  peal 
For  the  departed  spirit's  weal ; 
And  ever  in  the  office  close 
The  hymn  of  intercession  rose : 
And  far  the  echoing  aisles  prolong 
The  BM'ful  burden  of  the  song: — 
"  Dies  ira3,  dies  ilia, 
Solvet  seclum  in  favilla  ;" 
While  the  pealmg  organ  rung : 

Were  it  meet  with  sacred  strain 

To  close  my  lay,  so  light  and  vain, 
Thus  the  holy  Fathers  sung:  — 

J^gmn  for  tfft  DcaH. 

"  That  day  of  wrath,  that  di^eadful  day. 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ! 
Wliat  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay  ? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  ? 

"  When,  shrivelling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roU : 
WTien  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  cbead. 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead ! 
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"  0  !  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day, 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  fi'om  clay, 
Be  thou  the  trembUng  sinner's  stay, 
Though  Heaven  and  Earth  shall  pass  away 


THE   SLAVE'S   DREAM.* 

Bt  LONGFELLOW. 

Beside  the  ungathered  rice  he  lay, 

His  sickle  in  his  hand ; 
His  breast  was  bare,  his  matted  hair 

Was  buried  in  the  sand  : 
Again,  in  the  mist  and  shadow  of  sleep, 

He  saAv  his  native  land. 

Wide  tln'ough  the  landscape  of  his  dreams, 

The  lordly  Niger  flowed ; 
Beneath  the  palm-trees  on  the  plain. 

Once  more  a  king  he  strode — 
And  heard  the  tmkling  caravans 

Descend  the  mountam  road. 

He  saw,  once  more,  his  dark-eyed  queen 

Among  her  children  stand ; 
They  clasped  his  neck,  they  kissed  his  cheeks, 

They  held  him  by  the  hand ! 
A  tear  burst  from  the  sleeper's  lids. 

And  fell  into  the  sand. 


Comprising  the  6th,  7th,  and  8th  Exercises. 
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And  then  at  furious  speed  he  rode 

Along  the  river's  bank  ; 
His  bridle-reins  were  golden  chains ; 

And,  with  a  martial  clank, 
At  each  leap  he  could  feel  his  sca"bbard  of  steel 

Smiting  his  coui'ser's  flank. 

Before  liim,  hke  a  blood-red  flag, 

The  bright  flamingoes  flew  ; 
From  mom  to  night  he  followed  their  flight 

O'er  plains  wiiere  the  tamarind  gi'ew, 
Till  he  saw  the  roofs  of  Caffi'e  huts, 

And  the  ocean  rose  to  view. 

At  night  he  heard  the  lion  roar, 

And  the  hyaena  scream. 
And  the  river-horse,  as  he  crush'd  the  reeds 

Beside  some  hidden  stream  ; 
And  it  pass'd,  like  some  glorious  roll  of  drums, 

Thi'ough  the  triumph  of  his  dream  ! 

The  forests,  with  their  myriad  tongues, 

Shouted  of  liberty ; 
And  the  blast  of  the  desert  cried  aloud 

With  a  voice  so  wild  and  free, 
That  he  started  in  his  sleep,  and  smiled 

At  their  tempestuous  glee. 

He  did  not  feel  the  driver's  whip. 

Nor  the  burning  heat  of  day  ; 
For  death  had  illumined  the  land  of  sleep, 

And  his  lifeless  body  lay 
A  worn-out  fetter,  that  the  soul 

Had  broken  and  thrown  away  ! 
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ODE   TO   RUIN.* 

By   burns. 

All  hail !  inexorable  Lord  I 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word, 

The  mightiest  empires  fall ! 
Thy  cruel,  wo-delighted  train, 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain — 

A  sullen  welcome  all ! 
With  stern-resolved,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie, 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 

Then  low'ring  and  pouring, 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread, 

The'  thick'ning  and  black'ning 

Round  my  devoted  head. 

And  Thou,  giim  Power,  by  hfe  abhon-ed. 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford, 

0  !  hear  a  wretch's  prayer ; 
No  more  I  shrink  appalled,  afraid,— 
I  com1;,  I  beg,  thy  friendly  aid, 

To  close  this  scene  of  care ! 
When  shall  my  soul  in  silent  peace 

Resign  hfe's  joyless  day  ; 
My  weary  heart  its  thi'obbing  cease, 

Cold,  mould'ring  m  the  clay? — 


Comprising  the  9th  and  10th  Exercises. 
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No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face ; 

Enclasped,  and  gi'asp^d 
AN'ithin  tliy  cold  embrace  ? 


LAY  OF  THE  LAST  MINSTREL, 

CANTO    v.* 

Call  it  not  vain !    They  do  not  err. 

Who  say,  that,  when  the  Poet  dies, 
Mute  Nature  mourns  her  worshipper, 

And  celebrates  his  obsequies ; 
Who  say,  tall  cliif,  and  cavern  lone 
For  the  departed  Bard  make  moan ; 
That  mountains  weep  in  crystal  rill ; 
That  flowers  in  tears  of  balm  distil ; 
Through  his  loved  groves  that  breezes  sigh, 
And  oaks  in  deeper  groan  reply. 
And  rivers  teach  their  rushing  wave 
To  murmur  dirges  round  his  gi'ave. 
Not  that,  in  sooth,  o'er  mortal  m'n 
Those  things  inanimate  can  mourn  : 
But  that  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  gale, 
Is  vocal  with  the  plaintive  wail 
Of  those,  who,  else  forgotten  long. 
Lived  in  the  Poet's  faithful  song, 

•  Comprising  the  11th,  12th,  and  13th  Exercises. 
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Is  it  when  spring's  first  gale 

Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 
Is  it  when  roses  in  onr  path  grow  pale  ? 

They  have  one  season,  all  are  ours  to  die ! 
Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 

Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air, 
Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home, 

And  the  world  calls  us  forth,  and  thou  art  there ! 
Thou  art  where  friend  meets  friend, 

Beneath  the  sliadow  of  the  elm  to  rest ; 
Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets  rend 

The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  crest  ! 

Leaves  have  their  time,  &c. 
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T^Sgodov  d'  irsiav  o^v'suv  rr^v  sv  ^i§si, 
(Srdyjjsi  d'  orrui^ag  ^^vo'eoig  Xa/nrr^oiis  yjag  ; 
T71V  er,v  6    ccfi^iv  rig  rroofLrivlxSitiv  civ  ; 
a|'  o\)V  orav  ys  -^idxj^a.  T^urov  lxkiyr\ 
attiMar'  ^^og  vsoysvovg  luv  roVoK, 
7\  y^urav  wj^ga  ^lyydvri  go'Swv  tp6opd  ; 
uj^a  fit'  ccvroTg  y'  hdavuv — rracai  (S^oroTg. 
2y  y'  s/iZanveig  y.u,'J.dr!/jv  Xsvy.oiig  a^goug, 
orro'j  6=  I'xoX'Tuiv  ilffiv  s/MrrXiai  Tvoai, 
avdpag  d'  sg  o'i'xoug  r,g{j^ovg  'i§X''  /"'^'"'^j 
s'^w  ds  xd^iXdoiJaiv  s/i'Xi'rrsig  '/dug, 
(piXog  6*  orroi  t,^vriXdiv  sg  ravrov  (piXw, 
rrrsXiag  \j(p'  riffj^aiei  Tcn'/Ji^ivog  6y.ta.Tg, 
orrou  8=  y.a}  ffdXmy^iv  o^siaig  fid^rjv 
rroXs/Miog  avda  toXs/z/oj,  ^/f>)  d'  d/J^a. 
Xoipovg  dipudrj  jSadiX'suv,  j3a/vsiv  (piKiTg. 
wga  ydo  sgri  rrruaiojg  st/MU^/MS'jri 
<p{/XXoi(fiv,  o\)B'  awga  /Sogea/a/g  (pdlvn 
^iTauSiv  avdrj,  xai^iai  6'  aer^oig  ddsng, 
(Sol  6   u  /jbsTiari  ^dvan  Tavroluv  ^^ovuv. 
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DEATH.* 

By  MRS.  HEMANS. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all. 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  tliine  own,  0  Death ! 
Day  is  for  mortal  care. 

Eve  for  glad  gatheiings  round  the  joyous  hearth, 
Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayer — 

But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth  ! 
The  banquet  hath  its  hour. 

Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine ; 
There  comes  a  day  for  grief's  o'erwhelming  power, 

A  time  for  softer  tears — but  all  are  thine ! 
Youth  and  the  opening  rose 

May  look  hke  thuigs  too  glorious  for  decay. 
And  smile  at  thee ;  but  thou  art  not  of  those 

That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  to  seize  then-  prey. 
Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  ! 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 

Wlien  summer-birds  fi'om  far  shall  cross  the  sea. 
When  autumn's  hue  shall  tinge  the  golden  gi'ain ; 

But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee  ? 

*  Comprising  the  16th  and  l7th  Exercises. 
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Is  it  when  s])nng's  first  gale 

Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 
Is  it  when  roses  in  our  path  grow  pale  ? 

They  have  one  season,  all  are  ours  to  die  ! 
Thou  ait  where  billows  foam, 

Thou  art  where  music  melts  ui)on  the  au", 
Thou  art  around  us  in  oiu*  peaceful  home, 

And  the  world  calls  us  forth,  and  thou  art  there  ! 
Thou  art  where  friend  meets  fi-iend, 

Beneath  the  shado^v  of  the  elm  to  rest ; 
Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets  rend 

The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  crest ! 
Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death ! 


Note.— The  18th,  19th,  20th,  and  21st  Exercises,  are  taken  from 
Horace's  Epistles,  i.  2, 


SCENE  FEOM  RICHARD  THE  III.* 

SHAKSPERE. 

Glo'ster  loquitur. 

I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  silence. 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof, 
Best  fitteth  my  degree  and  your  condition. 
For,  not  to  answer,  you  might  haply  think 
Tongue-tied  ambition,  not  replymg,  yielded 


Comprising  tlic  22d  and  23d  ExerciBCS. 
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To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  sovereignty, 

Wliich  fondly  you  would  here  impose  on  me : — 

If  to  reprove  you  for  this  suit  of  youi^s, 

So  seasoned  with  your  faithful  love  to  me — 

Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  checked  my  friends. 

Therefore,  to  speak  and  to  avoid  the  first. 

And  then  in  speaking  not  incur  the  last, 

Definitively  thus  I  answer  you  : 

Yoiu-  love  deserves  my  thanks,  but  my  desert 

Unmeritable  shuns  yoiu"  high  request. 

First,  if  all  obstacles  were  cut  away. 

And  that  my  path  lay  even  to  the  crown, 

As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth, 

Yet,  so  much  is  my  poverty  of  spmt. 

So  mighty  and  so  many  my  defects, 

That  I  would  rather  hide  me  fi'om  my  greatness, 

(Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  sea), 

Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapoiu"  of  my  glory  smothered ! 

But,  God  be  thanked,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need : 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fi'uit, 

Which,  mellowed  by  the  steaUng  hours  of  time, 

WiU  well  become  the  seat  of  majesty. 

And  make  us,  doubtless,  happy  by  his  reign. 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me, 

The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  stars, 

Which  God  defend  that  I  should  wring  from  liim ! 
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THE  AMERICAN  FOREST-GIRL.* 
By  MRS.  HEMANS. 

Wildly  and  mournfully  the  Indian  drum 

On  the  deep  hush  of  mooidight  forests  broke — 

"  Sing  us  a  death-song,  for  thine  horn'  is  come!" 
So  the  red  warriors  to  their  captive  spoke. 

Still,  and  amidst  those  dusky  forms  alone, 

A  youth,  a  fau'-haired  youth  of  England,  stood 

Like  a  king's  son ;  though  from  his  cheek  had  flown 

The  mantling  crimson  of  the  Island  blood, 
And  his  pressed  hps  looked  marble.     Fiercely  bright, 
And  high  aromid  him,  blazed  the  fires  of  night, 
Rocking  beneath  the  cedars  to  and  fi'o. 
As  the  wind  passed,  and  with  a  fitfiil  glow 
Lighting  the  victim's  face  :  but  who  could  tell 
Of  what  within  his  secret  heart  befell, 
EJiown  but  to  Heaven  that  horn-  ?    Perchance  a  thought 
Of  his  far  home,  then  so  intensely  'WTOught, 
That  its  full  image,  pictm-ed  to  his  eye 
On  the  dark  ground  of  mortal  agony. 
Rose  cleai'  as  day  !    And  he  might  see  the  band 
Of  his  young  sisters,  wandering  hand  in  hand, 
Where  the  laburnum  drooped ;  or  haply  binding 
The  jasmine  up  the  door's  low  pillars  winding ; 
Or,  as  day  closed  upon  theu*  gentle  mkth, 
Gathering,  with  braided  hair,  around  the  hearth. 
Where  sat  their  mother ;  and  that  mother's  face, 


Comprising  the  24th,  25th,  26tb,  and  27th  Exercises. 

K 


74 

Its  grave,  sweet  smile,  yet  wearing  in  the  place 

Where  so  it  ever  smiled !  Perchance  the  prayer 

Learned  at  her  knee  came  back  on  his  despair ; 

The  blessing  from  her  voice,  the  very  tone 

Of  her  "  Goodnight,"  might  breathe  from  boyhood  gone  ! 

He  started,  and  looked  up.    Tliick  cypress  boughs, 

Full  of  strange  sound,  waved  o'er  him,  dai'kly  red. 
In  the  broad,  stormy  fire-light ;  savage  brows. 

With  tall  plumes  crested  and  wild  hues  o'erspread, 
Girt  him,  like  feverish  phantoms ;  and  pale  stars 
Looked  through  the  branches  as  through  dungeon  bars, 
Shedding  no  hope.     He  knew,  he  felt  his  doom : 
"  Oh  !  ^vhat  a  tale  to  shadow  with  its  gloom 
That  happy  haU  in  England ! — Idle  fear ! 
Would  the  ^^nds  tell  it  ?  Who  might  ckeam  or  hear 
The  secret  of  the  forests  ?  "  To  the  stake 

They  bound  him ;  and  that  proud  young  soldier  strove 
His  father's  spiiit  in  his  breast  to  wake. 

Trusting  to  die  in  silence !  He,  the  love 
Of  many  hearts! — the  fondly-reared,  the  fau-, 
Gladdenmg  all  eyes  to  see !  and  fettered  there 
He  stood  beside  his  death-pyre,  and  the  brand 
Flamed  up  to  hght  it  in  the  chieftain's  hand. 
He  thought  upon  his  God ; — Hush  !  hark  !  a  cry 
Breaks  on  the  stem  and  di-ead  solemnity ; — 
A  step  hath  pierced  the  ring !    Who  dares  mtmde 
On  the  dark  hunters  in  then'  vengefid  mood  ? 
A  girl — a  young,  slight  girl — a  fawn-like  child 
Of  green  savannahs  and  the  leafy  wild, 
Springing,  immarked  till  then,  as  some  lone  liowerj 
Happy  because  the  sunsliine  is  its  dower ; 
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Yet  one  that  knew  how  early  tears  are  shed, 

For  hers  had  mourned  a  i)liiymat('  l)rotlicr  dead. 

She  had  sat  gazing  on  tlie  victim  long, 

Until  the  pity  of  her  soul  grew  strong ; 

And,  by  its  passion's  deepening  fervour  swayed, 

Even  to  the  stake  she  nished,  and  gently  laid 

His  bright  liead  on  her  bosom,  and  around 

His  fomi  her  slender  arms,  to  shield  it,  Avound 

Like  close  liannes ;  then  raised  her  glittering  eye 

And  clear-toned  voice,  that  said — "  He  shall  not  die !" 

"  He  shall  not  die !"    The  gloomy  forest  tlu-illed 

To  that  sweet  sound.  A  sudden  wonder  fell 
On  tlie  fierce  throng ;  and  heart  and  hand  Avere  stilled, 

Sti'uck  down  as  by  the  whisper  of  a  spell. 
They  gazed ;  their  dark  soids  bowed  before  the  maid. 
Her  of  the  dancmg  step  in  wood  and  glade ! 
And,  as  her  cheek  flushed  through  its  olive  hue, 
As  her  black  tresses  to  the  night-wind  flew. 
Something  o'ermastered  them  from  that  young  mien — 
Something  of  Heaven,  in  silence  felt  and  seen ; 
And  seeming  to  their  child-Uke  faith  a  token 
That  the  Great  Spu-it  by  her  voice  had  spoken. 
They  loosed  the  bonds  that  held  the  captive's  breath, 
From  his  pale  lips  they  took  the  cup  of  death ; 
They  quenched  the  brand  beneath  the  cypress  tree — 
''  Away!"  they  cried,  "  young  stranger! — thou  art  free  ! " 
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The  gentle  Avind,  a  sweet  and  passionate  wooer, 
Kisses  the  blushing  leaf,  Jind  stirs  up  life 
Within  the  solemn  woods  of  ash  deep-crimsoned, 
And  silver  beech,  and  maple  yellow-leaved. 
Where  Autumn,  like  a  faint  old  man,  sits  down 
By  the  wayside  a-weary.   Through  the  trees 
The  golden  robin  moves.   The  puri)le  finch, 
That  on  wild  cherry  and  red  cedar  feeds, 
A  winter  bird,  comes  "with  its  plaintive  whistle. 
And  pecks  by  the  witch-hazel ;  whilst,  aloud, 
From  cottage  roofs  the  warbling  blue  bird  sings  ; 
And  merrily,  with  oft-repeated  stroke, 
Sounds  from  the  thrashing-floor  the  busy  flail. 

0 !  what  a  glory  doth  this  world  put  on 
For  him,  who  with  a  fervent  heart  goes  forth 
Under  the  bright  and  glorious  sky,  and  looks 
On  duties  well  performed,  and  days  well  spent ! 
For  him  the  wind — ay,  and  the  yellow  leaves — 
Shall  have  a  voice,  and  give  him  eloquent  teachings 
He  shall  so  hear  the  solemn  hymn,  that  Death 
Has  Ufted  up  for  all,  and  he  shall  go 
To  his  long  resting-place  without  a  tear. 
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KING  JOHN,  Act  III.  Scene  4/ 

SHAKSPERE. 

Pandulphus.  Lady,  you  utter  madness  and  not  sorrow. 

Cunstantia.  Tliou  art  not  holy,  to  belie  me  so. 
1  am  not  mad :  Tliis  hair  I  tear  is  mine ; 
My  name  is  Constance — I  was  Geoffi-ey's  wife — 
Young  Ailhur  is  my  son,  and  he  is  lost. 
I  am  not  mad ;  I  would  to  heaven  I  were ! 
For  then  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself — 

0  !  if  I  could,  what  gTief  should  I  forget ! — 
Preach  some  philosophy  to  make  me  mad, 
And  thou  shalt  be  canonized,  Cardinal : 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  sensible  of  grief, 
My  reasonable  part  produces  reason 

How  I  may  be  delivered  of  these  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myself. 
If  I  were  mad,  I  shoidd  forget  my  son ; 
Or,  madly  thiidv  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he ! 

1  am  not  mad — too  well,  too  well  I  feel. 

The  different  plagues  of  each  calamity. 

*  *  *  * 

King  Philijj.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Const.  Yes,  that  I  will ; — and  wherefore  will  I  do  it? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cried  aloud, 
"  0  !  that  these  hands  could  so  redeem  my  son. 
As  they  have  given  these  hairs  their  Uberty ! " 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty, 
And  will  agam  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 

•  Comprising  the  31st,  8'2d,  and  33d  Exercises. 
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Because  my  poor  child  is  a  prisoner. 

And,  father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  say, 

That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven : 

If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  boy  again ; 

For,  since  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  male-child, 

To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire. 

There  was  not  such  a  gracious  creature  born. 

But  now  will  canker-sorrow  eat  this  bud. 

And  chase  the  native  beauty  fi'om  his  cheek, 

And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghost. 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit ; — 

And  so  he'll  die ;  and,  rising  so  again. 

When  I  shall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  Heaven, 

I  shall  not  know  him ;  therefore,  never,  never, 

Must  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more  ! 

Pand.   You  hold  too  heinous  a  respect  of  grief. 

Const.  He  talks  to  me  that  never  had  a  son. 

King  Philip.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief  as  of  yom*  chUd. 

Const.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  absent  child. 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  Avith  me ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts. 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form : 
Then  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grief 
Fare-you-well ! — Had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  could  give  you  better  comfort  than  you  do. 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

{tearing  off  head-dress) 
When  there  is  such  disorder  in  my  wit. 
0  Lord !  my  boy,  my  Arthiu*,  my  fair  son ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world. 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  sorrow's  ciu'e ! 


81 


FOOTSTEPS    OF   ANGELS.* 

By   LONGFELLOW. 

When  the  hours  of  Day  are  numbered, 

And  the  voices  of  the  Night 
Wake  the  better  soul  tliat  shmibered, 

To  a  holy,  calm  delight : 

• 

Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted, 
And,  \\ke  phantoms  grim  and  tall, 

Shadows  from  the  fitfid  tu'e-hght 
Dance  upon  the  parlour-wall : 

Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  open  door ; 
The  beloved,  the  true-hearted. 

Come  to  visit  me  once  more : 

He,  the  young  and  strong,  who  cherish'd 
Noble  longings  for  the  strife. 

By  the  road-side  fell  and  perish'd, 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life ! 

They,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly, 
Who  the  cross  of  suffering  bore, 

Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly, 
Spake  Avith  us  on  earth  no  more ! 
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Distinction,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan, 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  hght  away ; 
And  what  hath  mass  or  matter,  by  itself 
Lies,  rich  in  vu'tue  and  nnmingled. 

Nestor.  With  due  observance  of  thy  godlike  seat, 
Great  Agememnon,  Nestor  shall  apply 
Thy  latest  words.     In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men ;  the  sea  being  smooth, 
How  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 
Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  then*  way 
With  those  of  nobler  bulk  ! 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and,  anon !  behold 
The  strong -ribbed  bark  thi'ough  liquid  mountains  cut, 
Bounding  between  the  two  moist  elements. 
Like  Perseus'  horse  :  Where 's  then  the  saucy  boat. 
Whose  weak  untimbered  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rivalled  greatness  ?    Either  to  harboui-  fled. 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.     Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show  and  valom-'s  worth  divide 
In  storms  of  fortune :  for  in  her  ray  and  briglitness 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 
Than  by  the  tiger ;  but  when  the  splitting  mnd 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks,  and  flies 
Get  under  shade,  Avhy  then  the  thing  of  courage, 
As  roused  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathize, 
And,  with  an  accent  tuned  m  self-same  key, 
Returns  to  chidinfr  fortune. 
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